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PREFACE. 


rJ“''HE  Publication  of  the  following  Sheets  is  in  Com¬ 
pliance  with  the  Requeft  of  many  of  Mr.  Byrom's 

Friends,  who  were  much  pleafed  with  fome  of  his  poe-. 
tical  Compofitions,  which  had*  calually  circulated  in  his 

Life-time.  Much  might  here  be  faid  of  the  Author’s 
learned,  and  poetical  Talents;  but  it  does  not  feem  to  be 
the  Eufinefs  of  an  Editor  to  endeavour  to  anticipate  the 

Reader’s  Judgment - By  it’s  own  intrinfic  Worth,  and 

the  candid  Opinion  of  the  Public,  the  following  Work 
is  left  to  hand,  or  fall. 

A  Deference  due  to  the  Public  may  however  make  it 
neceflary  to  allure  them,  that  the  Poems  here  prefented 
are  the  genuine  Production  of  Mr.  Byrom.  They  are 
carefully  tranfcribed  from  his  own  Manufcripts ;  but  as 
many  of  them  were  written  rather  for  private,  than  for 
public  Perufal,  it  is  hoped  that  all  favourable  Allowance 
will  be  made  for  fmall  Inaccuracies. 

The  Pleader  may  be  furprized  perhaps  to  find  in  thefie 
Volumes  fo  many  learned,  and  critical  Queflions  difcuL 
fed  in  Verfe— - This  is  indeed  a  Singularity  almoft  pecu¬ 

liar  to  our  Author:  but  he  had  fo  accudomed  himfelf 
to  the  Language  of  Poetry,  that  he  always  found  it  the 
eafieft  Way  of  exprefiing  his  Sentiments  upon  all  Occa- 
iions.  He  himfelf  ufed  to  give  this  Reafon  to  his  Friends 
for  treating  fuch  Subjects  in  fo  uncommon  a  Method  ; 

and 


(  ii  ) 

and  it  is  prefumed,  that,  if  they  are  not  found  deficient 
in  other  Refpefls,  the  Movelry  of  the  Manner  will  be 
rather  a  Recommendation  than  otherwife. 

At  a  Time  when  Party-Difputes  are  fo  happily  fubfid- 
ed,  it  may  feetn  to  want  an  Apology,  that,  in  the  follow” 
ing  Collection,  fome  few  Pieces  are  inferted,  which  appear 

to  be  tinctured  with  a  Party-Spirit - -A  fmall  Attention 

however  will  convince  the  warmed  Partizan,  that  what 
Mr.  Byrom  has  written  of  this  Caff  was  intended  to  foften 
the  Afperity,  and  prevent  the  Mifchiefs  of  an  over¬ 
heated  Zeal.  Since  this  was  the  Author’s  chief  Motive 
for  writing,  it  is  imagined  no  other  Apology  will  be  ne- 
eeffary  for  the  Publication  of  fuch  Pieces. 

The  great  Truths  of  Chriftianity  had  made,  from  his 
earlieft  Years,  a  deen  Impreffion  upon  the  Author’s 
Mind ;  and  as  it  was  his  Manner  to  commit  his  Senti¬ 
ments,  of  every  kind,  to  Verfe,  fo  he  had  a  peculiar 

Pleafure  in  employing  his  Pen  upon  ferious  Subjedls— - 

To  the  Purpofes  of  Inftruflion,  and  the  Interefts  of  Vir¬ 
tue,  all  his  Abilities  were  ever  made  fubfervient.  This 
will  appear,  more  particularly,  from  the  fecond  Volume 
of  the  following  Sheets,  in  which  it  was  thought  proper 
to  feleft  fuch  Pieces  as  treat  on  Subjects  of  a  deeper,  and 
more  important  Nature - -The  Reader,  it  is  not  doubt¬ 

ed,  will  be  pleafed  to  find  that  the  Author’s  natural  Ta¬ 
lent  for  Wit,  and  Humour,  has  fo  often  given  place  to 
Something  more  lolid  and  lubftantial. 
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Time,  O  ye  Mufes,  was  happily  fpent. 
When  Pbebe  went  with  me  wherever  I  went  • 

\ 

Ten  thoufand  fweet  Pleafures  I  felt  in  my  Bread  s 
Sure  never  fond  Shepherd  like  Colin  was  bled  ! 
But  now  lhe  is  gone,  and  has  left  me  behind. 
What  a  marvellous  Change  on  a  fudden  I  find  l 
When  Things  were  as  fine  as  could  poflibly  be, 

I  thought  ’twas  the  Spring  ;  but  alas  !  it  was  fhe0 

A 


With  fuch  a  Companion  to  tend  a  few  Sheep* 

TbSflfc up  and  .play,  or  to  lie  down  and  fleep  : 
r:%iTo' -sood-hUmbur’d,  fo  chearful  and  say, 

JNly^eart  was  a$  light  as  a  Feather  all  Day, 

But  now  I  fo  croft ,  and  fo  peevifli  am  grown  ; 

So  ftrangely  uneafy,  as  never  was  known. 

My  fair  one  is  gone,  and  my  joys  are  all  drown’d, 

And  my  Heart'  ——l  am  fure  it  weighs-  more  than  a  Found, 

r  ■  *  .  •  ,  ..  £ 
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III. 
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The  Fountain,,  that  wont  to  run  fweetly  along. 

And  dance  to  foft  murmurs  the  Pebbles  among  ; 

Thou  know’ft  little  Cupid ,  if  Phebe  was  there, 

’Twas  Pleafure  to  look  at,  ’twas  Mufic  to  hear  : 

But  now  {he  is  abfent,  I  walk  by  its  Side, 

And  ftill,  as  it  murmurs,  do  nothing  but  chide ; 

Muft  you  be  fo  chearful,  while  I  go  in  pain  .? 

Peace  there  with  your  bubbling,  and  hear  me  complain, 

IV. 

My  Lambkins  around  me  would  oftentimes  play, 

And  Phebe  and  I  were  as  joyful  as  they, 

How  pleafant  their  Sporting,  how  happy  their  Time, 
When  Spring,  Love,  and  Beauty  were  all  in  their  prime  ! 
But  now,  in  their  Frolics  when  by  me  they  pafs, 

I  fling  at  their  Fleeces  an  handful  of  Grafs ; 

Be  ftill  then,  I  cry,  for  it  makes  me  quite  mad, 

To  fee  you  fo  merry,  while  I  am  fo  fad. 


(  3  ) 

V. 

My  Dog  I  was  ever  well  pleafed  to  fee 
Come  wagging  his  Tail  to  my  Fair  one  and  me ; 

And  Phebe  was  pleas’d  too,  and  to  my  Dog  faid, 

Come  hither  poor  Fellow;  and  patted  his  Head. 

But  now,  when  he’s  fawning,  I  with  a  four  look 
Cry  Sirrah  ;  and  give  him  a  blow  with  my  Crook  : 

And  I’ll  give  him  another ;  for  why  fliould  not  Tray 
Be  as  dull  as  his  Maher,  when  Phebe  s  away  ? 

VI. 

\ 

When  walking  with  Phebe ,  what  fights  have  I  feen  ! 
Flow  fair  was  the  Flower,  how  frefh  was  the  Green  ! 
What  a  lovely  Appearance  the  Trees  and  the  Shade, 

The  Corn-fields  and  Hedges,  and  ev’ry  Thing  made ! 

But  now7  fhe  has  left  me,  tho’  all  are  Hill  there, 

They  none  of  them  now  fo  delightful  appear  : 

’Twas  naught  but  the  Magic,  I  find,  of  her  Eyes, 

Made  fo  many  beautiful  ProfpeHs  arife. 

VII. 

Sweet  Mufick  went  with  us  both  all  the  Wood  thro’, 
The  Lark,  Linnet,  Throftle,  and  Nightingale  too; 
Winds  over  us  whifper’d.  Flocks  by  us  did  Bleat, 

And  chirp  went  the  Grafshopper  under  our  Feet. 

But  now  fhe  is  abfent,  tho5  Hill  they  fing  on. 

The  Woods  are  but  lonely,  the  Melody’s  gone  : 

Her  Voice  in  the  Confort,  as  now  I  have  found, 

Gavp  ev’ry  Thing  elfe  its  agreeable  Sound. 

A  %  Hofe 


VIII. 


Rofe,  what  is  become  of  thy  delicate  Hue  ? 

And  where  is  the  Violet’s  beautiful  Blue  ? 

Does  ought  of  it’s  Sweetnefs  the  Bloftom  beguile  ? 

That  Meadow,  thofe  Dalles,  why  do  they  not  fmile  ? 

Ah!  Rivals,  I  fee  what  it  was  that  you  dreft. 

And  made  your  felves  fine  for— a  Place  in  her  Breaft : 
You  put  on  your  Colours  to  pleafure  her  Eye, 

To  be  pluckt  by  her  Hand,  on  her  Bofom  to  die. 

DC 

How  flowly  Time  creeps,  till  my  Phebe  return  f 
While  amidft  the  foft  Zephyr’s  cool  Breezes!  burn  ; 
Methinks  if  I  knew  whereabouts  he  would  tread,  [Lead. 
I  could  breathe  on  his  Wings,  and  ’twould  melt  down  the 
ply  fwifter,  ye  Minutes,  bring  hither  my  Dear, 

And  reft  fa  much  longer  for’t  when  Ihe  is  here. 

Ah  Colin  !  old  Time  is  full  of  delay. 

Nor  will  budge  one  Foot  fafter  for  all  thou  canft  fay* 

X. 

Will  no  pitying  Pow’r,  that  hears  me  complain. 

Or  cure  my  difquiet,  or  foften  my  pain  ? 

To  be  cur’d,  thou  muft,  Colin ,  thy  paflion  remove ; 

But  what  fwain  is  fo  filly  to  live  without  love  ? 

No,  Deity,  bid  the  dear  Nymph  to  return, 

For  ne’er  was  poor  Shepherd  fo  fadly  forlorn. 

Ah  !  what  fhall  I  do  ?  I  ftiall  die  with  defpair  ; 

Take  heed,  all  ye  Swains,  how  ye  part  with  your  Fair. 

A  De~ 


A  Description  of 

r  '  •  ’  1 

TUNE  R  I  D  G  E, 

In  a  LETTER  to  P.  M.  Efq; 

I. 

D  EAR  Peter ,  whofe  Friendfhip  1  value  much  more. 
Than  Bards  their  own  Verfes,  or  Mifers  their  Store; 
Your  Books,  and  your  Bus’nefs,  and  ev’ry  thing  elfe. 
Lay  afide  for  a  while,  and  come  down  to  the  Wells  : 

The  Country  fo  pleafant!  the  Weather  fo  fine  I 
A  World  of  fair  Ladies  !  and  delicate  Wine  ! 

The  Propofal,  I  fancy,  you’ll  hardly  rejefl, 

Then  hear,  if  you  come,  what  you  are  to  expefh 

II. 

e  - 

Some  fev’n  or  eight  Mile  off,  to  give  you  the  Meeting, 
Barbers,  Dippers,  and  fo  forth,  we  fend  to  you  greeting. 
Soon  as  they  fet  Eyes  on  you,  off  flies  the  Hat, 

Does  your  Honour  want  this,  does  your  Honour  want  that  ? 
That  being  a  Stranger,  by  this  Apparatus 
You  may  fee  our  good  Manners,  before  you  come  at  us. 
Now  this,  pleafe  your  Honour ,  is  what  we  call  Tooting, 
A  Trick  in  your  Cuftom  to  get  the  firif  Footing. 

Conduced 


C  6  ) 

hi. 

Conduced  by  tliefe  civil  Gen’inen  to  Town, 

You  put  up  your  Horfe,  for  Rhyme  fake,  at  the  Crown  : 
My  Landlord  bids  welcome,  and  gives  you  his  Word 
For  the  bell  Entertainment  the  Houfe  can  afford  : 

i 

You  tafte  which  is  better,  his  White,  or  his  Red, 
Befpeak  a  good  Supper,  good  Room,  and  good  Bed  : 

In  fhort— - juft  as  Travellers  do  when  they  light, 

So,  to  fill  up  the  Stanza— — I  wifti  you  Goodnight. 

IV. 

But  then  the  next  Morning,  when  Phoebus  appears, 
And  with  his  bright  Beams  our  glad  Hemifphere  cheats. 
You  rife,  drcfs,  get  fhav’d,  and  away  to  the  Walks, 

The  Pride  of  the  Place,  of  which  ev’ry  one  talks  : 
There,  I  wou’d  fuppofe  you  a  drinking  the  Waters , 
Didn’t  I  know  that  you  come  not  for  any  Inch  Matters  ; 
But  to  fee  the  fine  Ladies  in  their  Defhabille, 

A  Drefs  that’s  fometimes  the  moft  ftudied  to  kill, 

V. 

The  Ladies  you  fee,  ay,  and  Ladies  as  fair, 

As  charming,  and  bright  as  you’ll  fee  any  where  : 

You  eye,  and  examine  the  beautiful  Throng, 

As  o’er  the  clean  Walks  they  pafs  lovely  along; 

And  if  any,  by  Chance,  looks  a  little  Demurer, 

You  fancy,  like  ev’ry  young  Fop,  you  con’d  cure  her; 
’Till  from  fome  pretty  Nymph  a  deep  Wound  you  receive, 
And  your  felf  want  the  Cure,  which  you  thought  you 
cou’d  give.  Not 
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VI. 

Not  To  wounded  howe’er,  as  to  make  you  forget* 

That  your  Honour  this  Morn  has  not  breakfafted  yet  5 
So  to  Morley' s  you  go,  look  about,  and  lit  down ; 

Then  comes  the  young  Lafs  for  your  Honour's  half  Crown ; 
She  brings  out  the  Book,  you  look  wifely  upon  her. 

What’s  the  Meaning  of  this  ? - To  Subfcribe ,  pleafe  your 

Honour  : 

So  you  write,  as  your  Betters  have  all  done  before  ye, 

’Tis  a  Cuflom,  and  fo  there’s  an  End  of  the  Story. 

VII. 

And  now,  all  this  while,  it  is  forty  to  one 
But  lb  me  Friend  or  other  you’ve  happen’d  upon : 

You  all  go  to  Church,  upon  hearing  the  Bell, 

Whether  out  of  Devotion — —your  felves  beft  can  tell: 
From  thence  to  the  Tavern  to  toaft  pretty  Nancy , 

TIT  aforefaid  bright  Nymph,  that  had  fmitten  your  Fancy; 
Where  Wine  and  good  Victuals  attend  your  Commands, 
And  Wheatears,  far  better  than  French  Ortolans. 

VIII. 

Then,  after  you’ve  din’d,  take  a  View  of  our  Ground, 
And  obferve  the  line  Mountains  that  compafs  us  round. 
And,  if  you  could  walk  a  Mile  after  your  Eating, 

There’s  fome  comical  Rocks,  that  are  worth  contemplating  : 
You  may,  if  you  pleafe,  for  their  odnefs  and  make, 

Compare  ’em— - let’s  fee— — to  the  De'el's  Arfe  o'  Peak; 

They’re 


They  re  one  like  the  other,  except  that  the  Wonder 
Does  here  lye  above  Ground,  and  there  it  lies  unden 

IX . 

To  the  Walks,  about  feven,  you  trace  back  your  Way, 
Where  the  Sun  marches  off,  and  the  Ladies  make  Day  • 
What  crowding  of  Charms  !  Gods  !  or  rather  Goddeffes  ! 
What  Beauties  are  here  !  What  bright  looks,  airs,  and 
D redes  ! 

In  the  room  of  the  Waters  had  Helicon  fprung, 

And  the  Nymphs  of  the  Place  by  old  Poets  been  fung. 
To  invite  the  Gods  hither  they  would  have  had  Reafon, 
And  Jove  had  defcended  each  Night  in  the  Seafon. 

X. 

If  with  Things  here  below  we  compare  Things  on  high, 
The  Walks  are  like  yonder  bright  Path  in  the  Sky, 
Where  heavenly  Bodies  in  fuch  Clufters  mingle, 

Tis  impoflible,  Sir,  to  defcribe  ’em  all  Angle  : 

But  if  ever  you  faw  that  fweet  Creature  Mifs  K— — yp 
If  ever  you  faw  her,  I  fay,  let  me  tell  ye, 

Defcriptions  are  needlefs ;  for  furely  to  you. 

No  Beauty,  no  Graces,  can  ever  be  new. 

XI. 

But  when  to  their  Gaming  the  Ladies  withdraw, 

Thofe  Beauties  are  fled,  which  when  walking  you  faw  % 
Ungrateful  the  Scene  which  you  there  fee  dilplay’d. 
Chance  murd’ring  thofe  Features  which  Heaven  had  made  s 

If 
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If  the  fair  Ones  their  Charms  did  fufficiently  prize. 

Their  Elbows  they’d  fpare  for  the'Take  of  their  Eyes ; 
And  the  Men  too---what  Work!  its  enough,  in  good 
faith  is’t. 

Of  the  nonfenfe  of  Chance  to  convince  any  Atheift. 

XII. 

But  now  ’tis  high  Time,  I  prefume,  to  bid  Vale, 
lie  ft  we  tire  you  too  long  with  our  Tunbridgiale ; 

Which,  if  the  four  Critics  pretend  to  unravel. 

Or  at  thefe  our  Verfes  fhould  ftupidly  cavil ; 

If  this  be  the  Cafe,  tell  the  Critics  I  pray. 

That  I  care  not  one  Farthing  for  all  they  can  fay : 

And  fo  I  conclude,  with  my  Service,  good  Peter , 

To  yourfelf,  and  all  Friends — — farewel  Mufe— — fare- 
wel  Metre 


B 


A  FULL 


A  FULL  and  TRUE 


A  C  C  O  U  N  T, 


Of  an  Horrid  and  Barbarous 


Committed  on  Epping  Forest, 
Upon  the  Body  of  the  Cambridge  Coach, 

In  a  Letter  to  M.  F.  Efq; 


Arma  Vir unique  Cano. 

TjEAR  Martin  Folkes,  dear  Scholar,  Brother,  Friend; 

And  Words  of  like  Importance  without  End ; 

This  comes  to  tell  you,  how,  in  Epping  Hundred, 

Laft  IVsdnefday  Morning  I  was  robb’d,  and  plunder’d. 
Forgive  the  Mufe,  who  Engs  what,  I  fuppofe. 

Fame  has  already  trumpeted  in  Profe  ; 

But  Fame’s  a  lying  Jade:  The  turn  of  Fate 
Let  poor  Melpomene  herfelf  relate : 

Spare  the  fad  Nymph  a  vacant  Flour’s  Relief, 

To  rhyme  away  the  R.emnants  of  her  GrieL 

On  Tuefday  Night,  you  know  with  how  much  Sorrow 

X  bid  tbe  Club  farewell  I  go  To-morrow - — 

To-morrow 
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To-morrow  came,  and  To  accordingly 
Unto  the  place  of  Rendezvous  went  I. 

Bull  was  the  Houfe,  and  Bijhopgate  the  Street, 

The  Coach  as  full  as  it  could  cram ;  to  wit. 

Two  Fellow-Commoners  De  Aula  Trim 
And  eke  an  honeft  Bricklayer  of  Lynn, 

And  eke  two  Norfolk  Dames,  his  Wife  and  Coufin, 

And  eke  my  Worfhip’s  felf  made  half  a  Dozen. 

* 

v  ....  .  " 

. .  i; 

Now  then,  as  Fortune  had  contriv’d,  our  Way 
Thro’  the  wild  Brakes  of  Epping-Foreft  lay: 

With  Travellers  and  Trunks,  a  hugeous  Load, 

We  hagg’d  along  the  folitary  Road; 

Where  nought  but  Thickets  within  Thickets  grew, 
No  Houfe  nor  Barn  to  chear  the  wand’ring  View; 
Nor  lab’ring  Hind,  nor  Shepherd  did  appear, 

Nor  Sportfman  with  his  Dog  or  Gun  was  there ; 

A  dreary  Landfcape,  bufhy  and  forlorn, 

Where  Rogues  hart  up  like  Mufftrooms  in  a  Morn, 

However,  fince  we,  none  of  us,  had  yet 
Such  Rogues,  but  i-n  a  Seffions  Paper,  met. 

We  jok’d  on  Fear;  tho’,  as  we  paft  along,, 
Pvobbing  was  ftill  the  Burden  of  the  Song, 

With  untry’d  Courage  bravely  we  repell’d 

The  rude  Attacks  of  Dogs  - - not  yet  beheld. 

With  val’rous  Talk  ftill  battling,  hill  at  laft 
We  thought  all  Danger  v/as  as  good  as  paft. 

Says  one - too  foon  alas  !  now  let  him  come, 

Full  at  his  Head  I’ll  fling  this  Bottle  of  Rum. 


Scarce 
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Scarce  hfid  he  fpoken,  when  the  Brickman’s  \V  ife 
Cry’d  out,  Good  Lord !  he’s  here,  upon  my  Life. 

Forth  from  behind  the  Wheels  the  Villain  came, 

And  fwore  fuch  Words  as  I  dare  hardly  name; 

But  you’ll  fuppofe  them,  Brother,  not  to  drop 

From  me,  but  him---G— — — d  D - -n  ye  Coachman  ftop : 

Your  Money,  Z - ds,  deliver  me  your  Money, 

Quick,  D - n  ye,  quick  ;  muft  I  flay  waiting  on  ye  ? 

Quick,  or  I’ll  fend - (and  nearer  ftill  he  rode) 

A  Brace  of  Balls  amongft  ye  all,  by  — — . 

I  leave  you,  Sir,  to  judge  yourfelf  what  Plight 
We  all  were  put  in,  by  this  curled  Wight. 

The  trembling  Females  into  Laboi#  fell; 

Big  with  the  fudden  Fear,  they  Pout ,  they  Swell; 

And  foon,  deliver’d  by  his  horrid  Curfes, 

Brought  forth  two  Strange  and  Preternatural  Purfes  : 
That  look’d  indeed  like  Purfes  made  of  Leather; 

But  let  the  fweet-tongu’d  #  Maningham  fay  whether 

A  common  Purfe  could  poflibly  conceal 

Shillings,  Half-crowns,  and  Half-pence  by  piece-meaL 

The  Youth,  who  flung  the  Bottle  at  the  Knave 
Before  he  came,  now  thought  it  beft  to  wave 
Such  Refolution,  and  preferve  the  Liquor; 

Since  a  round  Guinea  might  be  thrown  much  quicker: 

So 

*  Maningham who  wrote  a  Pamphlet  in  Defence  of  the  well- 
fonown  Story  of  the  Rabbit-Woman . 
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So  with  impetuous  Hafte  he  flung  him  that. 

Which  the  fharp  Rafcal  parried  with  his  Hat. 

His  right-hand  Man,  a  Brother  of  our  Quill, 

Prudently  chofe  to  fhew  his  own  good  Will 
By  the  fame  Token,  and  without  much  Scruple 
Made  the  Red-rugg’d  Collector’s  Income  duple. 

My  Heart - for  Truth  I  always  muft  confefs - — 

Did  fink -  #  an  Inch  exactly - more  or  left. 

With  both  my  Eyes  I  view’d  the  Thief’s  Approach; 

And  read  the  Cafe  of - Piftoi  verfus  Coach. 

A  'woeful  Cafe,  which  I  had  oft  heard  quoted  ; 

But  ne’er  before  in  all  my  PraCtice  noted. 

So  when  the  Lawyers  brought  in  their  Report, 

Guinea  per  Chriftian  to  be  paid  in  Court, 

Well  off,  thinks  I,  with  this  lame  Son  of  a  Whore, 

If  he  prefers  his  AClion  for  no  more. 

No  more !  why  hang  him,  is  not  that  too  much. 

To  pay  a  Guinea  for  his  vile  High- Dutch? 

JTis  true,  he  has  us  here  upon  the  hank. 

With  AClion  ftrong  ;  and  fwears  to  it  point  blank  : 

Yet  why  reflgn  the  yellow  One  Pound  One  ? 

No,  tax  his  Bill,  and  give  him  Silver,  John . 

So  faid,  fo  done,  and  putting  lift  to  Fob 
I  flung  th’  apparent  value  of  the  Job, 

An 

*  An  ExprefTlon  ufed  by  - - of  the  Royal  Society  and  afterwards 

proverbially  adopted  in  R.idicule  by  the  Author  and  Ins  Friends. 
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An  Ounce  of  Silver,  into  his  Receiver, 

And  mark’d  the  liTue  of  the  Rogue’s  Behaviour. 

k 

He,  like  a  thanklefs  Wretch,  that’s  ovc  id, 

x  -j 

Refents,  forfooth,  th’ Affront  upon  his  Irade  ; 

And  treats  my  Kindnefs  with  a-—- — this  won’t*  Jo, 

Look  ye  here,  Sir,  I  mu  ft  ha’  Gold  from  you. 

To  this  Demand  of  the  ungrateful  Cur, 

Defendant  John  thought  proper  to  demurr. 

The  ^Bricklayer  joining  in  the  White  Opinion, 

Tender’d  five  Shillings  to  Diana  s  Minion  ; 

Who  ftill  kept  threatning  to  pervade  his  Buff, 

Becaufe  the  Payment  was  not  prompt  enough. 

Before  the  Women,  with  their  Purfes  each, 

Had  Strength  to  place  Contents  within  his  reach, 

One  of  his  Pieces,  falling  downwards,  drew 
The  Rogue’s  Attention  hungrily  thereto. 

Strait  he  began  to  damn  the  Charioteer. — - — 

Come  down  ye  Dog,  reach  me  that  Guinea  there. 

Down  jumps  th’  affrighted  Coachman  on  the  Sand, 

Picks  up  the  Gold,  and  puts  it  in  his  Hand  : 

Miffing  a  rare  Occafion,  tim’rous  Daftard, 

To  feize  his  PiftoJ,  and  difpaount  the  Baftard. 

Now,  while  in  deep  and  ferious  Pondermept 
|  watch’d  the  Motions  of  his  next  Intent, 
fie  wheel’d  about,  as  one  full  bent  to  try 
The  Matter  in  Difpute  ’twixt  him  and  I  $ 

And 


\ 
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*  ;  .... 

And  how  my  Silver  Sentiments  would  hold 

Agairift  that  hard  Dilemma,  Balls  or  Gold. 

No  Help  Prnv  No  Tachygraphic  Pow’r, 

To  interpole  in  .  s  unequal  Hour  ! 

I  doubt - 1  muft  reftgn - there’s  no  defending 

The  Caufe  againft  that  murderous  Fire-Engine. 

When  lo  !  defcending  to  her  Champion’s  Aid 
The  Goddefs  Short-Hand^  bright  Celeftial  Maid, 

Clad  in  a  letter’d  Veil  of  fllver  Hue  #, 

Wrought  by  her  fav’rite  Pbebe’ s  Hand,  ihe  flew. 

Th’  unfolded  Surface  fell  exactly  neat, 

In  juft  Proportions  o’er  her  Shape  compleat ; 

DiftinH  with  Lines  of  purer  flaming  White, 

Tranfparent  Work,  Intelligibly  bright; 

Form’d  to  give  Pleafure  to  th’  ingenious  Mindy 
But  puzzle  and  confound  the  ftupid  Hind. 

Soon  as  the  Wretch  the  Sacred  Writing  fpy’d, 

What  Conjuration-Sight  is  this,  he  cry’d  ! 

My  Eyes  mean -while  the  Heav’nly  Vifton  clear’d. 

It  fhew’d  how  all  his  hellifh  Look  appear’d. 

(Fleav’n  fhield  all  Travellers  from  foul  Difgrace* 

As  I  faw  Tyburn  in  the  Ruffian’s  Face  ; 

And  if  aright  I  judge  of  human  Miena 
His  Face  ere  long  in  Tyburn  will  be  feen.) 

The 

*  Alluding  to  fome  Short-hand  Characters  neatly  cut  in  Paper  by  the 
Author  %  SiUer,  and  pieicmed  to  M,  F.  £%> 
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The  Hoftile  Blaze  foon  feiz’d  his  mifcreant  Blood  ; 

He  flar’d  — turn’d  fliort— and  fled  into  the  Wood, 

Danger  diflnift,  the  gentle  Goddefs  fmiPd., 

Like  a  fond  Parent  o’er  her  fearful  Child  ; 

And  thus  began  to  drive  the  dire  Surprize 
Forth  from  my  anxious  Breaft,  in  jocund  wife. 

My  Son,  faid  die,  this  Fellow  is  no  We  [ton 
No  Adverfary,  Child,  to  make  a  Jeft  on. 

With  Ink  Sulphureous,  upon  Human  Skin 
He  writes,  indenting  horrid  Marks  therein ; 

But — - — thou  haft  read  his  Fate—— — the  halter’d  Slave 
Shall  quickly  ftng  his  Penitential  Stave. 

Purfue  thy  Rout ;  but  when  thou  tak’ft  another, 
Beftride  fome  generous  Quadruped  or  other. 

Let  this  enchanted  Vehicle  confine. 

From  this  Time  forth,  no  Votaries  of  mine  : 

Let  me  no  more  fee  honeft  Short-hand  Men 
Coop’d  up  in  Wood,  like  Poultry  in  a  Pen. 

And  at  Trin:  Coll:  when  e’er  thou  art  enlarging 
On  Epping-Forejl)  note  this  in  the  Margin  : 
s£  Let  Cambridge  Scholars,  that  are  not  quite  bare, 

4£  Shun  the  difhoneft  Track,  and  ride  thro’  Ware” 

Adieu  !  my  Son - -refume  thy  wonted  Jokes  ; 

And  write  Account  hereof  to  Martin  Follies . 

This 

*  Wefton — The  Inventor  of  a  Method  of  Short-hand,  then  in  fome 
Vogue;  the  great  Irregularity  and  DefeOts  of  which  our  Author  had  often 
humouroufly  expofed. 
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This  faid,  ilie  mounts - The  Characters  divine 

Thro’  the  bright  Path  immenfely  brilliant  fhine. 

Now  fafe  arriv’d - firfi:  for  my  Boots  I  wrote — — 

I  tell  the  Story - and  fubjoin  the  Note - - 

And  laftly,  to  fulfill  the  dread  Commands, 

Thefe  hafiiy  Lines  prefume  to  kifs  your  Hands, 

Excufe  the  tedious  Tale  of  a  Difafter, 

I  am 

Ypur  Humble  Servant 
and 

GRAND  MASTER.* 

*  A  Title  ufually  given  to  the  Author  by  his  Short-hand  Scholars, 
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A  LETTER 
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A 

LETTER  to  R.  L.  Efq; 

1  » 

O  N  H  I  S 

»  > 

Departure  from  LONDON. 

i. 


jQE  AR  Peter*  whofe  Abfence*  whate’re  I  may  do 
In  a  Week  or  two  hence,  at  this  Prefent  I  rue; 
Thefe  Lines,  in  great  Hafte,  I  convey  to  the  Mitre, 

To  teli  the  fad  Plight  of  th’  unfortunate  Writer: 

You  have  left  your  old  Friend  fo  affefted  with  Grief, 
That  nothing  but  Rhiming  can  give  him  Relief; 

Thos  the  Mufes  were  never  worfe  put  to  their  Trumps, 
To  comfort  poor  Bard  in  his  forrowful  Dumps. 


II. 

The  Moment  you  left  us,  with  Grief  be  it  fpoken, 
This  poor  Heart  of  mine  was  as  thoff  it  were  broken; 
And  I  aim  oft  faint  ftill  if  a  Car  riage  approach 
That  looks  like  a  Highgate  or  Barnet  Stage  Coach; 

And  really,  when  fkft  that  old  Vehicle  gap’d 

To  take  in  Friend  Pee — —-To  the  Fare  had  but  fcap’d— - 

If 

•  R.  L.  J generally  called  by  his  College-Acquaintance,  Sir  Peter. 
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If  I  did  not  half  wifh  the  Man  might  overturn  it, 

And  fwafh  it  to  Pieces — —I  am  a  fous’d  Gurnet , 

III. 

The  Rhenifh  and  Sugar,  which  at  your  Departure 
We  drank,  would  have  made  me,  I  hop’d,  fomewhat 
heartier ; 

© 

Yet  the  Wine  but  more  ftrongly  to  Weeping  inclin’d. 
And  my  Grief,  I  perceiv’d,  was  but  double-refin’d : 

It  is  not  to  tell  how  my  Breaft  fell  a  throbbing, 

When  at  the  laft  Parting  our  Nofes  were  bobbing: 

Thofe  fad  farewell  Accents !  (I  think  on  ’em  hill) 

You'll  remember  to  write  John  ?— — ~ Yes ,  Peter,  I nvilL 

IV. 

You  no  fooner  was  gone,  but  this  famous  Metropolis, 
That  feem’d  juft  before  fo  exceedingly  populous, 

When  I  turn’d  me  towards  it,  feem’d  all  of  a  fudden 
As  if  it  was  gone  from  the  Place  it  had  flood  in : 

But  for  Squire  Hazel’s  Brother  fagacious  Jack, 

I  fhould  hardly  have  known  how  to  find  my  Way  back; 
How  he  brought  me  from  Smithfield  to  Dick's  I  can’t  fav, 
But  remember  the  Charter*Houfe  flood  in  our  Way. 

V. 

At  Dick’s  I  repos’d  me,  and  call’d  for  fome  Coffee, 
And  fweetn’d,  and  fupt,  and  ftill  kept  thinking  of  ye; 

C  2  •  But 
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But  not  with  filch  Pleafure  as  when  I  came  therd 
To  wait  ’till  Sir  Peter  fhould  chance  to  appear : 

There,  while  I  was  turning  you  o’er  in  my  Mind, 

Doftor9  how  do  you  do  ?  fays  a  Voice  from  behind; 
Thought  I  to  myfelf  I  fhould  know  that  fame  Organ-— 
And  who  fhould  it  be  but  my  Friend  Dosftor  Morgan . 

i  i  ,  r  -  .  I’  '  ,  .  * 

■  •  •  ■  '  ,  J.  .  ..  :  .  ■  t  1  :  ■  •  . 

VI. 

The  Doctor  and  I  took  a  fmall  walk,  and  then 
He  went  fomewhere  elfe,  I  to  Richard's  again : 

All  Ways  have  I  try’d  the  fad  Lofs  to  forget, 

I  have  faunter’d,  writ  Short-hand,  eat  Cuftard,  et  cst . 
With  honeft  Duke  Humphrey  I  pafs  the  long  Day, 

To  others,  as  yet,  having  little  to  fay; 

For  indeed,  I  mu  ft  own,  ftnce  the  Lofs  of  my  Chum, 

I  am  grown,  as  it  were,  a  mere  Gerund  in  Dumb. 

VII. 

But  Mule !  we  forget  that  our  Grief  will  prevent  us 
From  treating  of  Matters  more  high  and  momentous. 
Poor  Jonathan  V/ild! — — domes,  Peer  Williams  and  I 
Have  juft  been  in  waiting  to  fee  him  pafs  by: 

Good  law !  how  the  Houfes  were  crowded  with  Mobs, 
Thai  look’t  like  Leviathan’s  Picture  in  Hobb’s  ; 

From  the  very  ground  Floor  to  the  Top  of  the  Leads, 
While  Jonathan  paft  thro’  a  Ilolborn  of  Heads. 


VIII. 


(  ) 

VIII. 

From  Newgate  to  Tylurn  lie  made  his  Proceffion, 
Supported  by  two  of  the  nimble  Profeffion : 

Between  the  unheeded  poor  Wretches  he  fat, 

In  his  Night-gown  and  Wig,  but  without  e’er  a  Hat  ; 
With  a  Book  in  his  Hand  he  went  weeping  and  praying* 
The  Mob  all  along,  as  he  pafs’d  ’em,  huzzaing; 

While  a  Parcel  of  Verfes  the  Hawkers  were  hollowing, 
Of  which  I  can  only  remember  thefe  following. 

■  -  IX, 

“  ’’The  cunning  old  Pug,  ev’ry  Body  remembers, 

“  That  when  he  faw  Chefnuts  a  roafting  i’th’  Embers, 

“  To  fave  his  own  Bacon,  took  Pufs’s  two  Foots,, 

“  And  fo  out  o’tlT  Embers  he  tickl’d  his  Nuts. 

“  Thus  many  a  poor  Rogue  has  been  burnt  in  the  Hand, 
“  And  ’twas  all  Nuts  to  Jonathan ,  you  underhand; 

“  But  he  was  not  fo  cunning  as  zEfop’s  old  Ape, 

“  For  the  Monkey  has  brought  himfelf  into  the  S-crapc. 

/ 

X. 

And  now,  Peter ,  I’m  come  to  the  end  of  my  Tether, 
So  I  wifh  you  good  Company,  Journey,  and  Weather: 
When  Friends  in  the  Country  enquire  after  John, 

Pray  tender  my  Service  t’em  all  every  one. 


To 
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To  the  Ladies  at  Toft ,  Mr.  Legh  of  High-legh , 

To  the  Altrijigham  Meeting,  if  any  there  be, 

Darcy  Lever ,  Will  Drake ,  Mr.  Caitsll  and 
An  excellent  Rhime  that,  to  wind  up  one’s  Bottom! 

V  l  :  >"  .»  r 

' 

Prichard’S, 

Monday  Night 
May  24,  1725. 

?  •  '  ’  *  V  '  •  4  -•  -1  ’ 

P.  s. 

What  News?  Why  the  Lords,  if  the  Minutes  fay  true* 
Have  pail  my  Lord  Bolingbroke' s  Bill  three  to  two, 

Three  to  one  I  would  fay;  and  refolved  alfo 

That  the  Commons  have  made  good  their  Articles— ho  l 

And  To  morrow,  Earl  Thomas's  Fate  to  determine, 

Their  Lordships  come  arm’d  both  with  Judgment  and 
Ermine : 

The  Surgeons,  they  fay,  have  got  Jonathan  s  Carcafe, 

If  1q — Ill  go  feel— or  it  lhall  be  a  hard  Cafe. 


The 


VERSE'S 

SPOKEN  EXTEMPORE, 


AT  THE 

MEETING  of  a  CLUB, 

Upon  the  PRESIDENT’S  appearing  in 

a  black  Bob  Wig, 

Who  lifu ally  wore  a  white  Tye, 

I. 

0UR  President,  in  Days  of  Yore, 

Upon  his  Head  a  Caxen  wore  ; 

Upon  his  Head  he  wore  a  Caxen, 

Of  Hair  as  white  as  any  Flaxen ; 

But  now  he  cares  not  of  a  Fig; 

He  wears  upon  his  Poll  a  Wig, 

I  ?  '  .... 

A  fhabby  Wig  upon  his  Poll, 

Of  Hair  as  black  as  any  Coal. 

IT.  ; 

A  fad  and  difmal  Change  alas ! 

Choofe  how  the  Duce  it  came  to  pafs: 


Poor 
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Poor  President  !  what  evil  Fate 

Revers’d  the  colour  of  his  Pate  ? 

for  if  that  lamentable  Drefs 

Were  his  own  choofing,  one  would  guefs, 

By  the  deep  Mourning  of  his  Head3 

His  Wits  were  certainly  gone  dead . 

III. 

Sure  it  could  ne’er  be  his  own  choofing 
To  put  his  Head  in  fuch  a  Houfing : 

It  mu  ft  be  ominous,  I  fear ; 

Some  Mifchief,  to  be  fure,  is  near  : 

Nay,  fhould  that  black  foreboding  Phiz 
Speak  from  that  fturdy  Trunk  of  his. 
One  could  not  help  but  think  it  fpoke 
Juft  like  a  Raven  from  an  Oak. 

IV. 

A  Caxen  of  fo  black  a  Hue, 

On  our  Affairs  looks  plaguy  blue  : 

We  do  not  meet  with  fuch  an  Omen 
In  any  Story,  Greek,  or  Roman : 

A  Comet,  or  a  blazing  Star 
Were  not  fo  terrible  by  far; 

No;  in  that  Wig  the  Fates  have  fent  us 
Of  all  Portents  the  mo  ft  portentous. 


Who 
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V, 

Who  does  not  tremble  for  the  Club 
That  looks  upon  his  Wig— — fo  fcrub  ! 

Without  a  Knot !  without  a  Tye  ! - * 

What  can  we- hang  together  by  ? 

So  fcrub  a  Wig  to  look  upon, 

How  can  the  dire  Phenomenon 
Be  long  before  it  has  undone  us  ? 

Oh  !  ’Tis  a  cruel  Bob  upon  us. 


VI. 

The  President,  when’s  Wig  was  white*. 
He  was  another  Mortal  quite  ; 

Nay,  when  he  fprihkled  it  with  Powder, 

No  Man  in  Manchefter  talk’d  louder. 

How  bleft  were  we  !  but  now  alack  i 
The  wearing  of  a  Wig  fo  black 
Such  a  Difgrace  has  brought  about — — * 
Burn  it !  ’twill  never  be  worn  out. 

VII. 

Thou  art  a  Lawyer,  honed;  Joe* 

I  prithee  wilt  thou  let  us  know 
Whether  the  black  A<5t  wont  extend. 

So  as  to  reach  our  worthy  Friend. 

B 


What  1 
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What !  can  he  wear  a  Wig  fo  fhabby, 

When  Folks  are  bang’d  from  Waltham  Abby, 
For  loving  Ven’fon,  and  appearing 
So  like  that  Head  there,  fo  like  Fearing  l 

VIIL 

You’re  a  Divine  Sir  5  I’ll  afk  you* 

Is  that  a  Chriftian,  or  a  Jew, 

Or  Turk  ?  Aye,  Turk,  as  fure  as  Hops, 

You  fee  the  Saracen— in  his  Chops  : 

And  yet  thefe  Chops,  tho’  now  fo  homely. 
Were  Chriftian -like  before,  and  comely  : 
That  wicked  Wig  !  to  make  a  Face 
So  abfolutely  void  of  Grace  \ 

IX. 

You  Mafter  Doctor  ?  will  you  try 
Your  fkill  in  Phyfiognomy  ? 

Of  what  Difeafe  is  it  a  Symptom  ? 

Don’t  look  at  me,  but  look  at  him  Tom. 

Is  it  not  Scurvy ,  think  you  ? - -Yes, 

If  any  thing  be  Scurvy,  ’tis  : 

A  Phrenzy  ?  or  a  Periwigmanie 
That  over-runs  his  Pericranie  ? 


It 
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X. 

It  Teems  to  me  a  Complication 
Of  all  Diftempers,  o’  Tome  Fafhion  ? 

It  is  a  Coma ,  that  is  plain, 

A  great  Obftruflion  of  the  Brain  ? 

A  Man  to  take  his  Brains,  and  bury  ’em 

In  Tuch  a  Wig  ! - a  plain  Delirium  : 

I  never  Taw  a  human  Face 
That  Tuffer’d  more  by  Tuch  a  Cafe, 

XL 

If  you  examine  it,  you!  fee  ’tis 

Pifsburnt - that  fhows  a  Diabetes » 

Bad  Weather  has  relaxt,  you  Tee, 

The  Fibres  to  a  great  Degree : 

Certes  the  Head,  in  thefe  black  Tumors, 
Is  full  of  vitiated  Humors ; 

Of  vitiated  Humors  full, 

Which  fhows  a  Numbnefs  of  the  Scull, 


So  of  the  reft — — But  now,  Friend  Thomas , 
The  Cure  will  be  expelled  from  us ; 

For  while  it  hangs  on  him,  of  courfe, 

It  will,  if  poffibie,  grow  worfe  : 


D  2 


Habit 


Habit  fo  foul !  there  is,  in  jfihort. 
Nothing  but  Salivation  for’t : 

But  what  can  Salivation  do  ? 

It  has  been  fluxt,  and  refluxt  too. 

XIII. 

But  why  to  Do&ors  do  I  urge  on 
The  Bus’nefs  of  a  Barber-Surgeon  ? 
Your  Barber-Surgeon  is  the  Man 
It  mu  ft  be  cur’d  by,  if  it  can : 

Ring  for  my  Landlord  Lanvrenfon ; 
Come  let’s  e’en  try  what  can  be  done  % 
A  Remedy  there  may  be  found. 
Provided  that  the  Brain  be  found. 


the 


The  ASTROLOGER. 


p  ELLO  W  Citizens  all,  for  whofe  Safety  I  peep 
All  Night  at  the  Stars,  and  all  Day  go  to  fleep; 
Attend,  while  I  fhew  you  the  Meaning  of  Fate 
In  all  the  ftrange  Sights,  we  have  feen  here  of  late; 

And  thou,  O  JJlrology,  Goddefs  divine, 

Celeftial  Decypherefs,  gently  incline 

Thine  Ears,  and  thine  Aid,  to  a  Lover  of  Science, 

That  bids  to  all  Learning,  but  thine,  a  Defiance. 

For  what  Learning  elfe  is  there  half  fo  engaging, 

As  an  Art  where  the  Terms  of  themfelves  are  prefaging  •? 
Which  by  muttering  o’er,  any  gentle  Mechanic 
May  put  his  whole  Neighbourhood  into  a  Panic; 

Where  a  Noddle  w^ell  turn’d  for  Prediction,  and  Shoes, 
If  it  can  but  remember  hard  Words,  cannot  choofe. 
From  the  Prince  on  his  Throne,  to  the  Dairy  Maid  milking. 
But  read  ail  their  Fortunes  in  yonder  blue  Welkin. 

For  the  Sky  is  a  Book,  where,  in  Letters  of  Gold, 

Is  writ  all  that  Almanacks  ever  foretold; 

Which  he  that  can  read,  and  interpret  alfo~ - - 

What  is  there,  which  fuch  a  one  cannot  forefhow 
When  a  true  Son  of  Art  ponders  over  the  Stars, 

They  refleCl  back  upon  him  the  Face  of  Affairs; 
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Of  all  Things  of  Moment  they  give  him  an  Inklings 
While  Empires  and  Kingdoms  depend  on  their  Twinkling* 

Your  Tranfits,  your  Comets,  Eclipfes,  Conjunctions, 
Have  all,  it  is  certain,  their  feveral  Functions; 

And  on  this  Globe  of  Earth  here,  both  jointly,  and  hngly. 
Do  influence  Matters  mod  adonilhingly. 

But  to  keep  to  fome  Method,  on  this  fame  Occaflon, 
We’ll  give  you  a  full  and  true  Interpretation 
Of  all  the  Phenomena,  we  have  reheard:; 

Of  which,  in  their  Order;  and  firft,  of  the  fird. 

As  for  Mercury 9s  travelling  over  the  Sun, 

There’s  Nothing  in  that,  Sirs,  when  all’s  faid  and  done; 
For  what  will  be,  will  be;  and  Mercury's  Tranfit, 

I’m  pos’tive,  will  neither  retard,  nor  advance  it: 

But  when  a  Conjunction,  or  Comet  takes  Place, 

Or  a  total  Eclipfe,  that’s  a  different  Cafe : 

They,  that  laugh  at  our  Art,  may  here  lee  with  their  Eyes, 
That  iome  Things,  at  lead,  may  appear  from  the  Skies. 

A  Conjunction  of  Jupiter ,  Saturn ,  and  Mars , 

You  may  turn,  if  you  pleafe,  Gentlemen,  to  mere  Farce: 
But  what  if  it  plainly  appear,  that  three  Men 

Are  foretold  by  three  Planets - what  will  ye  fay  then  \ 

Now,  to  prove  this,  I’ll  only  make  one  fmall  Requed, 

That  is,  that  you’ll  all  turn  your  Faces  to  th’  Ead; 

And  then  you  lhall  fee,  ’ere  I’ve  done  my  Epidle, 

If  I  don't  make  it  out,  ay,  as  clear  as  a  Whidle, 

la 
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In  the  firft  Place,  old  Saturn ,  we  very  well*  know* 

Loft  his  Kingdom  and  Provinces  fome  while  ago; 

Nor  was  it  long  after  old  Saturn’s  Difgrace, 

That  Jupiter  mov’d  to  ftep  into  his  Place; 

And  Mars  we  all  know  was  a  quarrelfome  Bully, 

That  beat  all  his  Neighbours  moft  unmercifully ; 

And  now,  who  can  doubt  who  thefe  Gentlemen  are, 
Saturn ,  Jupiter ,  Mars> — - Sophy ,  Sultan ,  and  Czar. 

But  to  prove,  nearer  Home,  that  the  Stars  have  not  trifl’d. 
Pray  have  we  not  loft,  cruel  Star !  *Doftor  Byfield? 

Alas!  Friends  at  Richard’s ,  alas!  what  a  Chaftn 
Will  be  made  in  the  Annals  of  Enthuiiafm ! 

As  foon  as  the  Comet  appear’d  in  the  Sky, 

Pray  did  not  the  Doftor  ftraight  fall  lick  and  dye? 

I  wonder  how  Folk  could  difeover  a  Comet, 

And  yet  never  draw  this  plain  Confequence  from  it. 

The  Death  of  the  Regent  might  fhow,  if  it  needed. 
Why  they  faw  it  in  France  fo  much  plainer  than  we  did  5. 
And  how  well  it  forebodes  to  our  Nobles  and  Princes, 

That  its  Tail  was  here  fhorter  by  feveral  Inches  : 

But  fo  near  to  the  Eagle  this  Comet  appear’d, 

That  fomething  may  happen,  it  is  to  be  fear’d  : 

Great 

*  Dr.  Byfield ,  a  Chymift:  of  an  extravagant  Genius,  and  Inventor  of  the 
Sal  volatile  oleofuni:  The  Author  had  frequent  Skirmi (Ires  of  Wit  and 
Humour  with  him  at  Richard’s  Coffee- Houfe,  and  upon  his  Death  wrote 
the  following  fhort  Epitaph  impromptu. 

Hie  jacet  Dr.  Byfield ,  diu  vofatilis,  tandem  fixus. 


o 

5  ~ 

Great  Men  have  been  known  by  the  Arms  which  they  bore. 
But—— God  blefs  the  Emperor — — I  fay  no  more. 

And  now  for  th’  Eclipfe,  which  is  fuch  an  Appearance, 
As  perhaps  will  not  happen  this  many  a  Year  hence : 

The  King  of  France  dy’d,  the  laft  total  Eclipfe, 

Of  a  Mortification  near  one  of  his  Hips; 

From  whence  by  our  Art  may  be  plainly  made  out. 

That  fome  great  Man  or  other  muff  dye  at  this  Bout : 

But  as  the  Eclipfe  is  not  yet,  nor  that  neither. 

You  know  ’tis  not  proper  to  fay  more  of  either. 

Yet  two,  that  are  fafe,  I  fhall  venture  to  name. 

Men  of  Figure,  and  Parts,  and  of  unfpotted  Fame; 
Who,  all  Parties  will  own,  are,  and  always  have  been 
Great  Ornaments  to  the  high  Station  they’re  in; 

Admir’d  of  all  Sides;  who  will  therefore  rejoice. 

When,  confulting  the  Stars,  I  pronounce  it  their  Voice, 
That,  for  all  this  Eclipfe,  there  lhall  no  Harm  befall 
Thofe  two  honeft— Giants ,  that  are  in  Guildhall . 

So  much  for  great  Men— — I  come  now  to  predict 
What  Evils,  in  gen’ral,  will  Europe  afflict : 

Now  the  Evils,  that  Conjurers  tell  from  the  Stars, 

Are  Plague,  Famine  and  Peffilence,  Bloodfhed  and  Wars, 
Contagious  Difeafes,  great  Lodes  of  Goods, 

Great  Burnings  by  Fire,  and  great  Brownings  by  Floods ; 
Hail,  Rain,  Fro  ft  and  Snow,  Storms  of  Lightning  and 
Thunder ; 

And  if  none  of  thefe  happen- — -twill  he  a  great  Wonder . 


CONTENTMENT: 

OR,  THE 

HAPPY  WORKMAN’S  ‘  SONG, 

i. 

■-  '•■  '*  f  '.  ;’.  '  ..  V  7;,fT  t 

IT  Am  a  poor  Workman  as  rich  as  a  Je  w, 

A  ftrange  fort  of  Tale,  but  however  ’tis  true. 

Come  liften  a  while,  and  I’ll  prove  it  to  you  * 

So  as  No-body  can  deny%  See, 


II. 

*  -  '  ■  ^  ¥;  *.*'.*» 

I  am  a  poor  Workman,  you’ll  eaiily  grant, 

And  I’m  rich  as  a  Jew,  for  there’s  nothing  I  want, 

I  have  Meat,  Drink,  and  Cloaths,  and  am  hearty  and  cant. 

Which  No-body  can  deny ,  &c0 


III. 

-  '  '•  1  :  r>  >.■  jd 

I  live  in  a  Cottage,  and  yonder  it  hands, 

And  while  I  can  work  with  thefe  two  hone  ft  Hands, 

I’m  as  happy  as  they  that  have  Houfes  and  Lands, 

Which  No-body  can  deny ,  otc. 

IV,  I  keep 


E 
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rv. 

I  keep  to  my  Workmanfhip  ail  the  Day  long, 

I  fing  and  I  whittle,  and  this  is  my  Song, 

Thank  Gods  that  has  7nade  me  fo  Itifty  and  Jirong, 

Which  No -body  can  deny>  See. 

V. 

I  never  am  greedy  of  delicate  Fare, 

If  he  give  me  enough,  tho’  ’tis  never  fo  bare, 

The  more  is  his  Love,  and  the  lefs  is  my  Care, 

Which  No -body  can  deny ,  & C„ 

-  VI. 

My  deaths  on  a  working  Day  looken  but  lean, 

But  when  I  can  drefs  me - on  Sundays,  I  mean, 

Tho*  cheap,  they  are  warm ;  and  tho’  coarfe,  they  are  clean, 

Which  No -body  can  deny>  &  c, 

VII. 

Folk  cry  hi  out  hard  Times,  but  I  never  regard, 

For  I  ne’er  did,  nor  will  fet  my  Heart  up  o’th’  Ward, 

So  ’tis  all  one  to  me,  bin  they  eafy  or  hard, 

Which  No-body  can  deny ,  Scc0 
VIII.  I  envy 


(  3  S  ) 

VIII. 

I  envy  not  them  that  have  thoufands  of  Pounds, 

That  fport  o’er  the  Country  with  Horfes  and  Hounds; 
There’s  nought  but  Contentment  can  keep  within  bounds. 

Which  No-body  can  deny ,  &c. 

IX. 

I  ne’er  lofe  my  Time  o’er  a  Pipe,  or  a  Pot, 

Nor  cower  in  a  Nook  like  a  fluggardly  Sot, 

But  I  buy  what  is  wanting  with  what  I  have  got, 

Which  No- body  can  denyy  &C* 

X. 

And  if  I  have  more  than  I  want  for  to  fpend, 

I  help  a  poor  Neighbour  or  diligent  Friend ; 

He  that  gives  to  the  Poor,  to  the  Lord  he  doth  lend. 

Which  No-body  can  denyy  &c. 

XI. 

I  grudge  not  that  Gentlefolk  dreiTen  fo  fine ; 

At  their  Gold  and  their  Silver  I  never  repine. 

But  I  wifh  all  their  Guts  were  as  hearty  as  mine, 

Which  No-body  can  denyy  &c. 

E  2  XII,  With 


With  Quarrels  o’th’  Country,  and  Matters  of  Stafces 
With  Tories  and  Whigs ,  I  ne’er  puzzle  my  Pate ; 

There’s  fome  that  I  love,  and  there’s  none  that  I  hate. 

Which  No-body  can  denyy  ike* 

XIII. 

What  tho*  my  Condition  be  ever  fo  coarfe, 

I  ftrive  to  embrace  it  for  better  and  worfe, 

And  my  Heart,  I  thank  God,  is  as  light  as  my  Purfe, 

Which  No-body  can  denyt  &c» 

XIV, 

In  fhort,  my  Condition,  whatever  it  be, 
sTis  God  that  appoints  it,  as  far  as  I  fee, 

And  I’m  fare  I  can  never  do  better  than  he, 

Which  No-body  can  deny>  & c3 


THE 


THE 


Difleclion  of  a  BE  A  U’s  HEAD, 


From  the  Spectator,  No.  275. 

WE.  found  by  our  Glaffes,  that  what,  at  firft  fight. 
Appear’d  to  be  Brains  was  another  Thing  quite; 
A  heap  of  ftrafige  fluff  fill’d  the  holes  of  his  Scull, 
Which,  perhaps,  ferv’d  the  Owner  as  well  to  the  full. 
And  as  Homer  acquaints  us,  (who  certainly  knew) 
That  the  Blood  of  the  Gods  was  not  real,  and  true, 
Only  fometliing  that  was  very  like  it ;  juft  fo, 

Only  fomething  like  Brain  is  the  Brain  of  a  Beau. 


The  Pineal  Glands  where  the  Soul’s  Refidence  is. 

Smelt  defperate  ftrong  of  Perfumes,  and  Effences, 

With  a  bright  horny  Subftance  encompaft  around. 

That  in  numberlefs  Forms,  like  a  Diamond,  was  ground; 
In  fo  much  that  the  Soul,  if  there  was  any  there, 

Muft  have  kept  pretty  conftant  within  its  own  Sphere  ; 
Having  Bus’nefs  enough,  without  feeking  new  Traces, 

To  employ  all  its  Time  with  its  own  pretty  Faces. 


In  the  hind  part  o’th’  Head  there  was  Brujels ,  and 
Mechlin , 


And  Ribands,  and  Fringes,  and  fuch  kind  of  Tackling; 

Billet- 
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Billet-doux,  and  foft  Rhimss  lin’d  the  whole  Cerebelluin  ,* 
QpTa  Songs  and  prickt  Dances,  as  ’twere  upon  Vellumu 
A  brown  kind  of  Lump,  that  we  ventur’d  to  fqueeze, 
Difperft  in  plain  Spanifh ,  and  made  us  all  fneeze. 

In  fhort,  many  more  of  the  like  kind  of  Fancies, 

Too  tedious  to  tell,  fill’d  up  other  Vacancies. 

On  the  Sides  of  this  Head  were  in  feveral  Purfes, 

On  the  Right,  Sighs  and  Vows;  on  the  Left,  Oaths  and 
Curfes  : 

Thefe  each  fent  a  Du<ft  to  the  Root  of  the  Tongue, 
From  whence  to  the  Tip  they  went  jointly  along. 

One  particular  place  was  obferved  to  fhine 
With  all  forts  of  Colours,  moft  wonderful  fine ; 

But  when  we  came  nearer  to  view  it,  in  Troth, 

Upon  Examination  ’twas  nothing  but  Froth, 

A  pretty  large  Vefiel  did  plainly  appear 
I n  that  part  of  the  Scull,  ’twixt  the  Tongue  and  the  Ear; 
With  a  fpongy  Contrivance  diftended  it  was. 

Which  the  French  Virtuofos  call  Galimatias  ; 

We  Englilhmen  nonfenfe ;  a  Matter  indeed 

That  moft  Peoples  Heads  are  fometimes  apt  to  breed ; 

Entirely  free  from  it,  not  one  Head  in  twenty. 

But  a  Beaus*  ’tis  prefum’d,  always  has  it  in  plenty. 

Mighty  hard,  thick,  and  tough  was  the  Skin  of  his  Front, 
And,  what  is  more  ftrange,  not  a  Blood  Vefiel  on’t; 
From  whence  we  concluded,  the  Party  deceaft 
Was  never  much  troubled  with  Blujhing  at  leaf: : 


The 
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The  Os  Cribriforme ,  as  full  as  could  {luff. 

Was  cramm’d,  and  in  fome  Places  damag’d,  with  Snuff* 
For  Beaus  with  this  Ballaft  keep  huffing  their  Crib, 

To  preferve  their  light  Heads  in  a  true  FEquilib: 

That  Mufcle,  we  found,  was  exceedingly  plain. 

That  helps  a  Man’s  Nofe  to  exprefs  his  difdain, 

If  you  chance  to  difpleafe  him,  or  make  a  Demand, 
Which  is  oft  the  Beaus  Cafe,  that  he  don’t  underhand. 
The  Reader  well  knows,  ’tis  about  this  fame  Mufcle, 

That  the  old  Latin  Poets  all  make  fueh  a  Buhle, 

When  they  paint  a  Man  giving  his  Noddle  a  Tofs, 

And  cocking  his  Nofe,  like  a  Rhinoceros , 

Looking  into  the  Eye,  where  the  Mufculi  lay. 

Which  are  call’d  Amatorii ,  that  is  to  fay, 

Thofe  Mufcles,  in  Englifh ,  wherewith  a  Man  ogles. 

When  on  a  fair  Lady  he  fixes  his  Goggles , 

We  found  ’em  much  worn ;  but  that  call’d  th’  Elevator , 
Which  lifts  the  Eyes  up  tow’rds  the  furnmit  of  Nature, 
Seem’d  fo  little  us’d,  that  the  Beau,  I  dare  fay. 

Never  dazzled  his  Eyes  much  with  looking  that  way. 

The  outfide  of  this  Head,  for  its  Shape  and  its  Figure, 
Was  like  other  Heads,  neither  leffer  nor  bigger; 

It’s  Owner,  as  we  were  inform’d,  when  alive. 

Had  paft  for  a  Man  of  about  thirty-five. 

He  eat,  and  he  drank,  juft  like  one  of  the  Croud  : 

For  the  reft,  he  dreft  finely,  la  tight  often,  talkt  loud  ; 

Had 
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Had  Talents  in’s  way;  for  fometimes  at  a  Bail 
The  Beau  fhew’d  his  Parts,  and  outcaper’d  ’em  all. 

Some  Ladies,  they  fay,  took  the  Beau  for  a  Wit, 

But  in  his  Head,  truly,  there  lay — — duce  a  bit  ; 

He  was  cut  off,  alas  !  in  the  Flow’r  of  his  Age, 

By  an  eminent  Cit%  that  was  put  in  a  Rage  : 

The  Beau  was,  it  feems,  complimenting  his  Wife, 

When  his  extreme  Civility  coft  him  his  Life; 

For  his  Eminence  took  up  an  old  paring  Shovel, 

And  on  the  hard  Ground  left  my  Geniman  to  grovel. 

Having  finiih’d  our  Work,  we  began  to  replace 
The  Brain,  Such  as  ’twas,  in  its  own  proper  Cafe. 

In  a  fine  Piece  of  fcarlet  we  laid  it  in  State, 

And  refoiv’d  to  prepare  fo  extraordinary  a  Pate ; 

Which  wou'd  eas’ly  be  done,  our  Anatomift  thought. 
Having  found  many  Tubes,  that  already  were  fraught 
With  a  kind  of  a  Subftance,  he  took  for  Mercurial , 
Lodg’d  there,  he  fuppos’d,  long  before  the  Beau's  Burial, 

The  Head  laid  afide,  he  then  took  up  the  Heart, 
Which  he  likewife  laid  open  with  very  great  Art ; 

And  with  many  Particulars  truly  we  met. 

That  gave  us  great  infight  into  the  Coquet  : 

But  having,  kind  Reader,  already  tranfgreft 
Too  much  on  your  Patience,  well  let  the  Heart  reft  : 
Having  giv’n  you  the  Beau  for  To-day’s  Speculation, 
Well  referve  the  Coquet  for  another  Occafion. 


A  SONG. 


x*x$x*x*x*x*x*x*x+x*x*x*x 


I. 

w  HY,  prithee  now,  what  does  it  fignify 
For  to  buftle,  and  make  fuch  a  R.out? 
It  is  Virtue  alone  that  can  dignify. 

Whether  cloathed  in  Ermin,  or  Clout. 
Come,  come,  and  maintain  thy  Difcretion  ; 

Let  it  a£l  a  more  generous  Part; 

For  I  find,  by  thy  honefi:  Confeflion, 

That  the  World  has  too  much  of  thy  Heart, 

II. 


Beware,  that  its  fatal  Afcendency 

Do  not  tempt  thee  to  moap  and  repine  5 
With  an  humble,  and  hopeful  Dependency 
Sill  await  the  good  Pleafure  divine. 
Succefs  in  a  higher  Beatitude 

Is  the  End  of  what’s  under  the  Pole; 

A  Philofopher  takes  it  with  Gratitude, 

And  believes  it  is  beft  on  the  whole. 


'F 


III,  The 


(  42  ) 

III. 

The  World  is  a  Scene,  thou  art  fenfiblc* 
Upon  which,  if  we  do  but  our  bed, 
On  a  Wifdom,  that’s  incomprehenflble. 
We  may  fafely  rely  for  the  reft: 

Then  truft  to  its  kind  Diftribution, 

And  however  Things  happen  to  fall. 
Prithee,  pluck  up  a  good  Piefolution 
To  be  chearful,  and  thankful  in  all. 


Extempore 


Extempore  VERSES, 

Upon  a  Tryal  of  Skill  between  the 

Two  Great  Mailers  of  the  Noble  Science 
of  Defence,  Meilrs.  Figg  and  Sutton. 

I. 

T  ONG  was  the  great  Figg,  by  the  prize  Fighting  Swains, 
Sole  Monarch  acknowledg’d  of  Marybone  Plains  ; 

To  the  Towns,  far  and  near,  did  his  Valour  extend, 
And  fwam  down  the  River  from  Thame  to  Grave  fend ; 
Where  liv’d  Mr.  Sutton ,  Pipe-maker  by  Trade, 

Who,  hearing  that  Figg  was  thought  fuch  a  flout  Blade, 
Ftefolv’d  to  put  in  for  a  Share  of  his  Fame, 

And  fo  fent  to  challenge  the  Champion  of  Thame . 

II. 

9 

With  alternate  Advantage  two  Tryals  had  paft, 

When  they  fought  out  the  Rubbers  on  Wednefday  laft. 

To  fee  luch  a  Corned,  the  Houfe  was  fo  full. 

There  hardly  was  room  left  to  thruft  in  your  Skulk 
With  a  Prelude  of  Cudgels  we  firfl  were  faluted, 

And  two  or  three  Shoulders  mod  handfomely  fluted ; 

F  2  ’Till 
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Till  wearied  at  laffc  with  inferior  Difafters, 

All  the  Company  cry’d,  Come,  the  Majlers ,  the  Majiers , 

III. 

Whereupon  the  bold  Sutton  frrft  mounted  the  Stage* 
Made  his  Honours,  as  ufual,  and  yearn’d  to  engage  ; 
Then  Figg ,  with  a  Vifage  To  fierce  and  fedate, 

Came  and  enter’d  the  Lift  with  his  frefh  fhaven  Pate  ; 
Their  Arms  were  encircled  by  Armigers  two, 

With  a  red  Ribbon  Sutton's,  and  Figg1  s  with  a  blue. 
Thus  adorn’d  the  two  Heroes,  ’twixt  Shoulder  and  Elbow, 
Shook  Hands,  and  went  to’t,  and  the  Word  it  was  Bilbo . 

IV. 

Sure  fuch  a  Concern,  in  the  Eyes  of  Spectators, 

Was  never  yet  feen  in  our  Amphitheatres  : 

Our  Commons,  and  Peers,  from  their  feveral  Places, 

To  half  an  Inch  Diftance  all  pointed  their  Faces  ; 

While  the  Rays  of  old  Phoebus,  that  fhot  thro5  the  Sky«* 
light, 

Seem’d  to  make  on  the  Stage  a  new  kind  of  Twilight ; 
And  the  Gods,  without  doubt,  if  one  could  but  have 
feen  ’em, 

Were  peeping  there  thro’  to  do  Juftice  between  ’em. 


V.  Figg 
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'  v. 

bigg  {truck  the  firft  Stroke,  and  with  fuch  a  vaft  Fury* 
That  he  broke  his  huge  Weapon  in  Twain,  I  allure  you ; 
And,  if  his  brave  Ptival  this  Blow  had  not  warded, 

His  Head  from  his  Shoulders  had  quite  been  difcarded ; 
Figg  arm’d  him  again,  and  they  took  t’other  Tilt, 

And  then  Sutiorf  s  Blade  run  away  from  its  Hilt. 

The  Weapons  were  frighted,  but  as  for  the  Men, 

I 

In  Truth,  they  ne’er  minded,  but  at  it  again. 

VI. 

Such  a  Force  in  their  Blows,  you’d  have  thought  it  a 
Wonder, 

Every  Stroke  they  receiv’d  did  not  cleave  them  afunder ; 
Yet  fo  great  was  their  Courage,  fo  equal  their  Skill, 
That  they  both  feem’d  as  fafe  as  a  Thief  in  a  Mill: 
While  in  doubtful  Attention  Dame  Viftory  flood, 

And  which  Side  to  take  could  not  tell  for  her  Blood, 

But  remain’d,  like  the  Afs  ’twixt  two  Bottles  o£  Hay, 
Without  ever  moving  an  Inch  either  way. 

VII. 

Till  Jo  ve,  to  the  Gods,  fignifed  his  Intention, 

Fn  a  Speech  that  he  made  them,  too  tedious  to  mention  5 
But  the  Upfhot  on’t  was,  that,  at  that  very  Bout, 

From  a  Wound  in  Figg* s  Side  the  hot  Blood  fpouted  out. 

Her 
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Her  Ladylhip  then  feem’d  to  think  the  Cafe  plain  ; 

But  Figg  ftepping  forth  with  a  fuilen  difdain, 

Skew’d  the  Gafh,  and  appeal’d  to  the  Company  round. 

If  his  own  broken  Sword  had  not  given  him  the  Wound  ? 

VIII. 

That  Bruifes  and  Wounds  a  Man’s  Spirit  fhould  touch. 

With  Danger  fo  little,  with  Honour  fo  much  !- - 

W ell,  they  both  took  a  Dram,  and  return’d  to  the  Battle, 
And  with  a  frefh  Fury  they  made  the  Swords  rattle ; 
While  Sutton's  Right  Arm  was  obferved  to  bleed, 

By  a  Touch  from  his  Rival;  fo  Jove  had  decreed  ; 

Juft  enough  for  to  fhew  that  his  Blood  was  not  Icor, 

But  made  up,  like  Figg' s,  of  the  common  red  Liquor, 

IX. 

Again  they  both  rufh’d  with  fo  equal  a  Fire  on. 

That  the  Company  cry’d,- - - Hold ,  enough  of  cold  Iron. 

To  she  Fhiarter  Staff,  now  Lads . - So  firft  having  drain’d  it. 

They  took  to  their  Wood,  and  i’faith  never  iham’d  it : 
The  firft  Bout  they  had  was  fo  fair,  and  fo  handfome. 
That  to  make  a  fair  Bargain,  ’twas  worth  a  King’s  Ranfom ; 
And  Sutton  fuch  Bangs  to  his  Neighbour  imparted, 

Wou’d  have  made  any  Fibres  but  Figg' s  to  have  fmarted. 


X. 

Then  after  that  Bout  they  went  on  to  another, 

But  the  Matter  muft  end  on  fome  Faftiion  or  other; 

% 


So 


So  Jove  told  the  Gods  he  had  made  a  Decree, 

That  Figg  fhould  hit  Sutton  a  Stroke  on  the  Knee. 

Tho’  Sutton  difabled,  as  foon  as  he  hit  him, 

W ou’d  ftill  have  fought  on,  but  Jove  wou’d  not  permit  him; 
’Twas  his  Fate,  not  his  Fault,  that  conftrain’d  him  to  yield. 
And  thus  the  great  Figg  became  Lord  of  the  Field. 

XL 


Now,  after  fuch  Men,  who  can  bear  to  be  told 
Of  your  Roman  and  Greek  puny  Fleroes  of  old  ? 

To  compare  fuch  poor  Dogs  as  Alcides ,  and  Thefeus 
To  Sutton  and  Figg  would  be  very  facetious. 

Were  HeAor  hi  ml  elf,  with  Apollo  to  back  him. 

To  encounter  with  Sutton - zooks,  how  he  would  thwack 

him  ! 

Or  Achilles ,  tho’  old  Mother  Thetis  had  dipt  him. 

With  Figg - odds  my  Life,  how  he  would  have  unript 

him  ! 


XII. 


To  Ccefar ,  and  Pompey ,  for  want  of  Things  jufter, 

We  compare  thefe  brave  Boys,  but  ’twill  never  pafs  Mufter : 
Did  thofe  mighty  Fellows  e’er  fight  Hand  to  Fill  once  l 
No,  I  thank  you  ;  they  kept  at  a  laudable  Diftance. 

What  is  Pompey  the  Great,  with  his  Armour  begirt. 

To  the  much  greater  Sutton ,  who  fought  in  his  Shirt  ? 

Or  is  Figg  to  be  par’d  with  a  Cap-a*pee  Roman, 

Who  fcorn’d  any  Fence  but  a  jolly  Abdomen  ? 

VERSES 
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VERSES 

Spoken  at  the  Breaking-up  of  the 

Free  Grammar  School,  in  Manchefter. 

THE 

THREE  BLACK  CROWS. 


A  TALE. 

rJ"'1  ALE—— that  will  raife  the  Queftion,  I  fuppofe. 
What  can  the  Meaning  be  of  three  black  Crows  ? 
It  is  a  London  Story,  you  mull:  know. 

And  happen’d,  as  they  fay,  fome  Time  ago. 

The  Meaning  of  it  Cuftom  would  fupprefs, 

’Till  at  the  End  - but  come,  neverthelefs, 

Tho’  it  may  vary  from  the  Ufe  of  old, 

To  tell  the  Moral  ’till  the  Tale  be  told, 

We’ll  give  a  Hint,  for  once,  how  to  apply 

The  Meaning  /r/?— and  hang  the  Tale  thereby,— = 

People,  full  oft,  are  put  into  a  Pother, 

For  Want  of  underftanding  one  another: 

And  ftrange,  amufing  Stories  creep  about, 

1  hat  come  to  Nothing,  if  you  trace  them  out ; 


That 
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Lies  of  the  Day,  or  Month  perhaps,  or  Year, 

That  ferve  their  Purpofe,  and  then  difappear; 

From  which,  meanwhile,  Difputes  of  ev’ry  Size, 

That  is  to  fay,  Mifunderjlandings  rife; 

The  Springs  of  Ill,  from  Bick’ring,  up  to  Battle, 

From  Wars  and  Tumults,  down  to  Tittle  Tattle. 

Such  as,  for  lnfiance,  for  we  need  not  roam 
Far  off  to  find  them,  but  come  nearer  Home; 

Such,  as  befall  by  fudden  mifdivining 
On  Cuts ,  on  Coals ,  on  Boxes ,  and  on  Signing , 

Or  (may  good  Senfe  avert  fuch  liafty  Ills 
From  this  Foundation,  this  Afiembly)  Mills  :  # 

It  may,  at  leaft  it  Jhould ,  correct  a  Zeal 
That  hurts  the  public,  or  the  private  Weal, 

By  eager  giving  of  too  ralh  Afient, 

To  note,  how  Meanings ,  that  were  never  meant , 

Wiil  fly  about,  like  fo  many  black  Crows, 

Of  that  fame  Breed  of  which  the  Story  goes. 

Two  hone  A  Tradefmen,  meeting  in  the  Strand, 

One  took  the  other,  brifldy,  by  the  Hand ; 

Hark-ye,  faid  he,  his  an  odd  Story  this 

About  the  Crows!-- - 1  don’t  know  what  it  is. 

Replied  his  Friend. - No!  I’m  furprifed  at  that; 

Where  I  come  from  it  is  the  common  Chat : 

G  But 

f  Alluding  to  fome  local  Matters  then  in  Agitation  at  Mpncheji.er 
particularly  an  Application  to  Parliament  to  deftroy  the  Cuftonr  pf  grind’ 
ing  Wheat  at  the  School  Mills. 
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But  you  fhall  hear;  an  odd  Affair  indeed  ! 

And,  that  it  happen’d,  they  are  All  agreed: 

Not  to  detain  you  from  a  Thing  fo  firange, 

A  Gentleman,  that  lives  not  far  from  Change, 

This  Week,  in  fhort,  as  all  the  Alley  knows, 

Taking  a  Puke,  has  thrown  up  Three  black  Crows. 

Impoflible !—  Nay  but  it’s  really  true  ; 

I  have  it  from  good  Hands,  and  fo  may  You- — — - 
From  whofe,  1  pray — - — So  having  nam’d  the  Man, 
Straight  to  enquire  his  curious  Comrade  ran. 

Sir,  did  you  tell— - relating  the  Affair - 

Yes  Sir  I  did;  and  if  it’s  worth  your  Care, 

Aik  Mr.  Such  a-one,  he  told  it  me, 

But,  by  the  Bye,  ’twasTW  black  Crows,  not  Three — 

Refolv’d  to  trace  fo  wond’rous  an  Event, 

Whip,  to  the  third,  the  Virtuofo  went. 

Sir— — —and  lo  forth - Why  yes;  the  Thing  is  Fa <ff, 

Tho’  in  regard  to  Number  not  exafl ; 

It  was  not  Two  black  Crows,  ’was  only  Onet 
The  Truth  of  that  you  may  depend  upon. 

The  Gentleman  himfelf  told  me  the  Cafe - - 

Where  may  I  find  him? - Why  in  fuch  a  Place. 

Away  goes  he,  and  having  found  him  out* 

Sir,  be  fo  good  as  to  refolve  a  Doubt - — 

Then  to  his  laft  Informant  he  referred, 

And  beg’d  to  know,  if  true  what  he  had  heard ; 


Did 
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Did  you,  Sir,  throw  up  a  black  Crow  ?' - NOT  I - - 

Bid's  me  !  how  People  propagate  a  Lie  ! 

Black  Crows  have  been  thrown  up,  Three,  Two,  and  One ; 
And  here,  I  find,  all  comes,  at  laft,  to  None! 

Did  you  fay  Nothing  of  a  Crow  at  all ?• - — 

Crow - Crow- - perhaps  I  might,  now  I  recall 

The  Matter  over - And,  pray  Sir  what  was’t? 

Why  I  was  horrid  fick,  and,  at  the  laft, 

I  did  throw  up,  and  told  my  Neighbour  fo. 

Something  that  was - as  black ,  Sir,  as  a  Crow. 
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VERSES 


i 


Spoken  on  the  fame  Occaiion  with  the 

preceding. 

,rJPIS  not  to  tell  what  various  Mifchief  fprings 

From  wrong  Ideas  fix’d  to  Words,  or  Things; 
When  Men  of  hafty,  and  impatient  Thought 
Will  not  examine  Matters,  as  they  ought; 

But  fnatch  the  firft  Appearance,  nor  fhfpe<ft. 

What  is  fo  oft  the  Cafe,  their  own  Defeft. 

Defect— — which,  if  occafion  offers,  makes 
The  moll:  abfurd,  ridiculous  Miftakes, 

To  fay  no  worfe* — -—for  Evils  to  recite 
Of  deeper  kind  is  not  our  Talk  to  Night; 

But  juft  to  verfify  a  cafe,  or  two. 

That  grave  Divines  relate;  and,  when  they  do? 

Juftiy  remark  that,  in  effect,  the  prone 
To  hafty  Judgment  make  the  cafe  their  own. 

When  Martin  Luther  firft  grew  into  fame. 

His  Followers  obtain’d  a  double  Name; 

Some  call’d  ’em  Martinists,  and  fome  again 
Exprefs’d  by  Lutherans  the  felf  fame  Men; 

Meaning  the  fame,  you  fee,  and  fame  the  Ground ; 

But  mark  the  force  of  Diff’rence  in  the  Sound : 


Two 
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Two  zealous  Profelvtes  to  liis  Reform, 

Which  then  had  rais’d  an  univerfal  Storm, 

Meeting,  by  chance,  upon  a  publick  Walk, 

Soon  made  Pveligion  Subject  of  their  talk; 

It’s  low  Condition  both  difpos’d  to  own. 

And  how  corrupt  the  Church  of  Rome  was  grown ; 

In  this  preliminary  Point  indeed, 

Tho’  Strangers  to  each  other,  they  agreed ; 

But,  as  the  Times  had  bred  fome  other  Chiefs, 

Who  undertook  to  cure  the  common  Griefs, 

They  were  oblig’d,  by  farther  hints,  to  find. 

If  in  their  choice,  they  both  were  of  a  Mind: 

After  fome  winding  of  their  Words  about. 

To  feek  this  fecondary  Problem  out, 

I  am,  declar’d  the  bolder  of  the  two, 

A  Marttnist- — -and  fo,  I  hope,  are  you- — —• 

No  : — —laid  the  other,  growing  fomewhat  hot. 

But  I’ll  allure  you,  Sir,  that  I  am  not ; 

I  am  a  Lutheran  ;  and  live,  or  die. 

Shall  not  be  any  thing  befide,  not  I - - 

If  not  a  Martinist, - his  Friend  replied, 

Truly — — I  care  not  what  you  are  befide— — - 
Thus  Fray  began;  which.  Critics  may  fiippofe. 

But  for  Speftators,  would  have  come  to  Blows; 

And  fo  they  parted.  Matters  half  difcufs’d, 

All  in  a  huff,  with  mutual  difgufL 

The  profe  Account  in  Dr.  More ,  I  think, 

Relates  the  Story  of  two  Clowns  in  Drink; 

The 
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The  Verfe  has  cloath’d  it  in  a  different  drain  ; 
But,  either  way,  the  gentle  Hint,  is  plain, 

That - ’tis  a  foolifh  Bus’nefs  to  commence 

Difpute  on  Words,  without  regard  to  Senfe. 


Such  was  the  cafe  of  thefe  two  Partizans 
There  is  another  of  a  fingle  Man’s 
Still  more  abfurd,  if  pofiible,  than  this 
Muff  I  go  on,  and  tell  it  you  ?  (Chorus)  Yes,  Yes. 


A  certain  Artift,  I  forget  his  Name, 

Had  got  for  making  Spettacles  a  Fame, 

Or  Helps  to  read — — as,  when  they  firft  were  fold, 
Was  writ,  upon  his  glaring  Sign,  in  Gold  ; 
And,  for  all  IJfes  to  be  had  from  Glafs, 

His  were  allow’d,  by  Readers,  to  furpafs: 

There  came  a  Man,  into  his  Shop,  one  Day, 

Are  you  the  Spectacle  Contriver ,  pray  ? 


Yes  Sir,  faid  he,  I  can,  in  that  Affair, 

Contrive  to  pleafe  you,  if  you  want  a  Pair— 

Can  you?  pray  do  then — — So,  at  firft,  he  chofe 
To  place  a  youngifb  Pair  upon  his  Nofe  ; 

And  Book  produc’d,  to  fee  how  they  would  fit, 

Alk’d  how  he  lik’d  ’em - Like  ’em  ? - Not  a  bit — 

Then  Sir,  I  fancy,  if  you  pleafe  to  try, 

Thefe  in  my  Hand  will  better  fuit  your  Eye— — • 

No,  but  they  don’t——-  Well,  come  Sir,  if  you  pleafe. 
Here  is  another  Sort,  we’ll  e’en  try  thefe ; 


Still  fomewhat 
Now  Sir  ?~ — - 


more  they  magnify  the  Letter; 

Why  now - I’m  not  a  bit  the  better 


No  ! 
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No!  Here  take  thefe  that  magnify  hill  more; 

How  do  thev  fit  ?- - Like  all  the  reft  before — — < 

In  fhort,  they  tried  a  whole  AfTortment  thro’, 

But  all  in  vain,  for  none  of  ’em  would  do: 

The  Operator ,  much  furpriz’d  to  find 
So  odd  a  Cafe,  thought,  fure  the  Man  is  Blind; 
What  fort  of  Eyes  can  you  have  got  ?  faid  he 
Why,  very  good  ones,  Friend,  as  you  may  fee 
Yes,  I  perceive  the  clearnefs  of  the  Ball — 

Pray,  let  me  afk  you - —can  you  read  at  all  ? 

No,  you  great  Blockhead;  if  I  could,  what  need 
Of  paying  you  for  any  Helps  to  read  ? 

And  fo  he  left  the  Maker  in  a  heat, 

Refolv’d  to  poft  him  for  an  arrant  Cheat. 


THE 


T  II  E 

A  P  E  and  the  FOX. 


A  FABLE. 

Spoken  on  the  fame  Occafion. 

QLD  AS  fop  fo  famous  was  certainly  right 

In  the  Way  that  he  took  to  inftruCt,  and  delight, 

By  giving  to  Creatures,  Beafts,  Fifhes,  and  Birds, 

Nay  to  Things,  tho’  inanimate,  Language  and  Words, 
He  engag’d,  by  his  Fables,  th’  Attention  of  Youth, 

And  forc’d  even  Fiction  to  tell  them  the  Truth. 

Not  fo  quickly  forgot,  as  the  Mind  is  more  able 
To  retain  a  true  Hint  in  the  fhape  of  a  Fable; 

And  Allufions  to  Nature  infenfibly  raife 
The  Reflection  fuggefted  by  fabular  Phrafe, 

That  affords  lefs  exception  for  Cavil  to  find, 

While  the  Moral  more  gently  Aides  into  the  Mind. 

Thus  to  hint  that  a  Kingdom  will  flourifh  the  molt. 
Where  the  Men  in  high  Station  are  fit  for  their  Poft; 
And  difgraces  attend,  both  on  Perfon,  and  Station, 

If  Regard  be  not  had  to  due  Qualification; 

Fie  invented,  they  tell  us,  this  Fable  of  old, 

Which  the  Place  I  am  in  now  requires  to  be  told. 

The 


(  SI  ) 

The  Be  a  sts,  on  a  Time,  when  the  Lyon  was  dead, 
Met  together  in  Council  to  chufe  them  a  Head; 

And,  to  give  to  their  new  Constitution  a  Shape 
Moil  like  to  the  human,  they  fix’d  on  the  Ape ; 

They  crown’d,  and  proclaim’d  him  by  Parliarnent  Plan, 
And  never  was  Monkey  fij  like  to  a  Man . 

The  Fox ,  being  fam’d  for  his  Cunning,  and  Wit, 

Was  propos’d  to  their  Choice,  but  they  did  not  think  fit 
T  o  elect  fuch  a  Sharper,  left,  watching  his  Hour, 

He  Should  cunningly  creep  into  abfolute  Pow’r ; 

No  fear  of  King  Ape,  or  of  being  fo  rid  ; 

He  would  mind  his  Diversion,  and  do  as  they  did. 

Sly  Reynard ,  on  this,  was  refolv’d  to  expofe 
Poor  Pug ,  whom  the  Senate  fo  formally  chofe ; 

And  having  obferv’d,  in  his  Pvambles,  a  Gin, 

Where  a  delicate  Morfel  was  nicely  hung  in, 

He  let  the.  King  know  what  a  Prize  he  had  found, 

And  the  Wafte,  where  it  lay,  was  his  Majefty' s  Ground, 

Shew  me  where,  laid  the  Ape ;  fo  the  Treafure  was 
fliown, 

Which  he  feiz’d  with  Paw  Royal ,  to  make  it  his  own; 

But  the  Gin,  at  fame  time,  was  dispos’d  to  refift. 

And  clapping  together  caught  Pug  by  the  Wrift; 

Who  perceiv’d,  by  his  Fingers  laid  fail  in  the  Stocks, 
What  a  Trick  had  been  play’d  by  his  Subject  the  Fox. 


TI 


Thou 
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Thou  Traitor!  faid  he — “but  I’ll  make  thee  anon. 
An  Example  of  Vengeance — — and  fo  he  went  on, 

With  a  Rage  mod:  Monarchical- - Reynard ,  who  ey’d 

The  Succefs  of  his  Scheme,  gave  a  Sigh,  and  reply’d, 
Well  l  adieu  Royal  Sir  !  ’twas  a  cruel  Mifhap, 

That  your  Majesty’s  Grace  did  not  underdiand  Trap  l 


Ditlces 


Dulces  ante  omnia  Mufoe. 
Spoken  on  the  fame  Occafion. 

all  Companions,  that  a  Man  can  chufe, 
Methinks,  the  fweeted  is  an  honed  Mufe  ; 
Ready,  the  fubject  proper,  and  the  Time, 

To  chear  Oecafion  with  harmonic  Rhime ; 

Of  all  the  Mufes,  (for  they  tell  of  nine) 

Melpomene ,  fweet  flowing  Mel .  be  mine. 

Tier’s  the  judicious,  and  the  friendly  Part 
To  clear  the  Head,  to  animate  the  Heart; 

Their  kindred  Forces  tempering  to  unite. 

Grave  to  inftrudl,  and  witty  to  delight; 

With  Judgment  cool,  with  Paflions  rightly  warm, 
She  gives  the  Strength  to  Numbers,  and  the  Charm. 

Her  Lines,  whatever  the  Occaflon  be, 

Flow  without  forcing,  natural,  and  free : 

No  diff’ning  of  ’em  with  poetic  Starch, 

Whether  her  Bard  is  to  be  grave,  or  arch : 

Of  diff’rent  Topics,  which  the  Times  produce, 

She  prompts  the  fitted  for  the  prefent  Ufe. 

She  decks,  when  call’d,  when  honour’d  to  attend 
On  facred  Piety,— her  bed  lov’d  Friend, 

H  2 


Decks 
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Decks  with  a  Grace,  and  arms  with  a  Defence, 

Religion,  Virtue,  Morals,  and  good  Senfe ; 

Whatever  tends  to  better  human  Mind, 

Sets  Mel.  at  Work,  a  Friend  to  all  Mankind* 

p  >  k  •  _t 

A  Foe,  but  void  of  any  Rancour,  Foe 
To  all  the  noify  Bultlings  here  below; 

To  all  Contention,  Clamour,  and  Debate, 

That  plagues  a  Conftitution,  Church,  or  State; 

That  plagues  a  Man’s  ownfelf,  or  makes  him  will 
His  other  Self,  his  Neighbour,  any  Ill. 

Life,  as  Mel.  thinks,  a  fhort,  uncertain  Leafe, 
Demands  the  fruits  of  Friendfhip,  and  of  Peace; 

Arms,  and  the  Man  her  Sifter  Clio  lings, 

To  her  fhe  leaves  your  Heroes,  and  your  Kings; 

To  found  the  Prefent,  or  to  a£t  the  Paft, 

And  tread  the  Stage  in  Bulkin,  and  Bombaft. 

With  Nymphs,  and  Swains,  fond  Mel.  would  ftrow  the 
Fields, 

With  Flocks,  and  Herds,  inftead  of  Spears,  and  Shields; 
R.ecall  the  Scenes,  that  bleft  a  golden  Age, 

E’er  mutual  Love  gave  way  to  martial  R.age ; 

And  Bards,  high  foaring  above  limpler  Phrafe, 

To  genuine  Light  prefer’d  the  glaring  Blaze. 

She  fcorns  alike,  ignobly  to  rehearfe 
The  fpiteful  Satire,  or  the  venal  Verfe; 


Free 
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Free  in  her  Praife,  and  in  her  Cenfure  too, 

But  Merit,  but  Amendment  is  her  view ; 

A  riling  worth  ft  ill  higher  to  exalt, 

Or  lave  a  Culprit  from  a  future  Fault. 

No  four,  pedantical,  abulive  Rage, 

No  vicious  Rant  defiles  her  freeft  Page  ; 

No  vile,  indecent  Sally,  or  prophane, 

To  pleafure  Fools,  or  give  the  Wife  a  Pain; 

Her  Mirth  is  aim’d  to  mend  us,  if  we  heed, 

And  what  the  chafteft  of-  her  Sex  may  read. 

. - 'J. u  ■:  V-  t- 

She  looks  on  various  Empires,  various  Men, 

As  all  one  Tribe,  when  Ihe  directs  the  Pen; 

She  loves  the  Briton ,  and  Ihe  loves  the  Gaul , 

Swede,  Rtifs ,  or  Turk ,  Ihe  wiihes  well  to  all : 

They  all  are  Men,  all  Sons  of  the  fame  Sire, 

And  muft  be  all  belov’d,  if  Mel.  infpire. 

It  would  rejoice  her  Votaries  to  fe.e 
All  Europe,  Slfta,  Africa  agree; 

“  But  the  new  World,  new  England’s  dire  Alarms  ! 
“  Should  not  Melpomene  now  ling  to  Arms  — 
No,  ihe  muft  ever  wilh  all  War  to  ceafe, 

While  Folks  are  fighting,  ihe  muft  hold  her  Peace. 

Content  to  hope  that,  what  Events  are  due 
Will  blefs  new  England ,  and  old  England  too  ; 

Friend  to  fair  Traders,  and  free  Navigation, 

And  Friend  to  Spain ,  but  Foe  to  Depredation  : 


And 
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And  Friend  to  Franee ,  but  let  heroic  Clio 
Demolish  French  Encroachments  at  Ohio. 

Safe  from  all  foreign,  and  domeftic  Foes 
Be  all  your  Liberties  in  Verfe,  or  Profe : 

Be  fafe  Abroad,  your  Colonics,  your  Trade, 

From  Guarda-cojtas ,  and  from  Gafconade  : 

At  Home,  your  Lives,  your  Acres,  and  your  Bags  % 
And  Plots  againft  ye  vanifh  all  to  R.ags. 

But  much  of  Safety,  let  concluding  Line 

Obferve,  depends  upon  yourfelves - in  fine. 

Home,  or.  Abroad,  the  World  is  but  a  School, 
Where  all  Things  roll  to  teach  one  central  Rule, 
That  is,  if  you  would  profper,  and  do  well, 

Love  one  another ,  and  remember  MeL 


3t$908O((s£ 


O 


THE 


4?  *$•  &  •$* 4* 4**4^ 


THE 

Country  Fellows  and  the  Afs. 

A  FABLE. 

Spoken  on  the  fame  Occafioru 

A  Country  Fellow,  and  his  Son,  they  tell 
In  modern  Fables,  had  an  Afs  to  fell: 

For  this  intent  they  turn’d  it  out  to  play. 

And  fed  fo  well,  that,  by  the  deftin’d  Day, 

They  brought  the  Creature  into  fleek  Repair, 

And  drove  it  gently  to  a  neighb’ring  Fair. 

As  they  were  jogging  on,  a  rural  Clafs 

Was  heard  to  fay - Look!  Look  there,  at  that  Afs! 

And  thofe  two  Blockheads,  trudging  on  each  Side, 

That  have  not,  either  of  ’em,  Senfe  to  ride; 

Affes  all  Three !- - and  thus  the  Country  Folks 

On  Man,  and  Boy,  began  to  cut  their  Jokes. 

Th’  old  Fellow  minded  nothing  that  they  faid. 

But  ev’ry  Word  Buck  in  the  young  one’s  Head; 

And  thus  began  their  Comment  there  upon, - - 

Ne’er  heed  ’em  Lad - Nay,  Faither,  do,  get  on— - 

Not  I  indeed"- - why  then,  let  me,  I  pray - * 

Well  do;  and  fee,  what  prating  Tongues  will  fay. 

The 
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The  Boy  was  mounted;  and  they  had  not  got 
Much  farther  on,  before  another  Knot, 
juft  as  the  Afs  was  pacing  by,  pad  pad, 

Cried, - — O  !  that  lazy  Looby  of  a  Lad ! 

How  unconcernedly  the  gaping  Brute 
Lets  the  poor  aged  Fellow  walk  a  Foot. 

Down  came  the  Son,  on  hearing  this  Account, 

And  beg’d,  and  pray’d,  and  made  his  Father  mount : 

Till  a  third  Party,  on  a  farther  Stretch, 

See!  See!  exclaim’d,  that  old  hard  hearted  Wretch! 

How  like  a  juftice  there  he  fits,  or  Squire  ; 

While  the  poor  Lad  keeps  wading  thro'  the  Mire. 

Stop,  cried  the  Lad,  ftill  deeper  vext  in  Mind, 

Stop  Father;  flop;  let  me  get  on  behind. 

Thus  done,  they  thought  they  certainly  ftiould  pi  cafe, 
Efcape  Reproaches,  and  be  both  at  Eafe  ; 

For  having  tried  each  prafticable  Way, 

What  cou’d  be  left  for  jokers  now  to  fay? 

/ 

Still  difappointed,  by  fucceeding  Tone, 

Hark  ye,  you  Fellows  !  Is  that  Afs  your  own  ? 

Get  off,  for  Shame  !  Or  one  of  you  at  leaft. 

You  both  delerve  to  carry  the  poor  Beaft; 

Ready  to  drop  down  dead  upon  the  Road, 

With  fuch  an  huge,  unconfc  ion  able  Load, 

On  this,  they  both  difmounted ;  and,  fome  fay, 
Contriv’d  to  carry,  like  a  Trufs  of  Flay, 

The 
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The  Afs  between  ’em ;  Prints,  they  add,  are  feen. 
With  Man,  and  Lad,  and  flinging  Afs  between: 
Others  omit  that  Fancy  in  the  Print, 

As  over-ftraining  an  ingenious  Hint. 

The  Copy  that  we  follow  fays,  the  Man 
Rub’d  down  the  Afs,  and  took  to  his  firft  Plan; 
Walk’d  to  the  Fair,  and  fold  him,  got  his  Price, 
And  gave  his  Son  this  pertinent  Advice——— 

“  Let  Talkers  talk;  Jlick  thou  to  nub  at  is  hejl  j 
“  To  think  of  pleafing  all — — is  all  a  Jefi 
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In  nova  fert  animus  muialas  dieere  formas , 
Corpora - — - 


Spoken  on  the  fame  Occafion. 

pYTHAGORAS,  an  ancient  Sage,  opin’d 

That  Form,  and  Shape  were  Indexes  of  Mind 
And  Minds  of  Men,  when  they  departed  hence, 
Would  all  be  form’d  according  to  this  Senfe: 

Some  Animal,  or  human  Shape  again, 

Would  fhew  the  Minds  of  all  the  former  Men. 


Let  us  adopt  this  tranfmigration  Plan, 

And  mark,  how  Animal  exhibits  Man  : 

Tyrants,  for  inftance,  (to  begin  with  thofe, 

Who  make  the  greateft  noife,  the  greateft  woes  :) 
Of  their  Dominion  Lions  are  the  Key, 

That  Reign  in  Defarts  now,  and  hunt  their  Prey ; 
Sometimes  dethron’d,  and  brought  upon  a  Stage, 
Or  coop’d,  like  Bajazet ,  within  a  Cage; 

For  Six-pence,  fafe  from  all  tyrannic  harms, 

One  may  fee  Kings,  perhaps,  at  the  King's- Arms , 
See  favage  Monarchs,  who  had  fhown  before 
The  tulky  Temper  of  the  wildeft  Boar, 

Veiled  in  proper  Shape,  when  they  are  dead, 
Reviv’d,  and  caught,  and  fhown  at  the  Boar  s Head. 
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In  Tome  tam’d  Elephant  our  Eyes  may  fcan 
The  once  great,  rich,  o’ergrown,  half-reas’ning  Man  : 
My  Lord  had  Senfe  to  wind  into  his  Maw 
All  within  reach,  that  lay  within  the  Law; 

What  would  have  fed  a  thoufand  Mouths  was  funk, 

To  fill  his  own,  by  hugeous  length  of  Trunk  , 

And  Stones  high  rais’d  told  where  he  was  laid  low  : 

He  grew  to  monftrous  Grandeur,  liv’d  a  Show; 

By  Tranfmigration  it  appears,  at  lead, 

That  fuch  great  Man  is  really  a  great  Bead. 

From  Animals,  that  once  were  Men,  to  pafs 
To  Men,  of  now  almoft  ambiguous  Clafs  : 

Players,  and  Harlequins,  and  Pantomimes, 

Who  fell  their  Shapes,  to  mimick  Men  and  Times  ; 

With  all  the  fervile,  fecond-handed  Tribe 
Of  Imitators,  endlefs  to  defcribe, 

In  their  own  Figures  when  they  come  to  range, 

With  fmall  Tranfition  into  Monkies  change  : 

For  now  Men-Monkies  have  not  in  their  view 

What  fliould  be  done  by  Men,  but  what  they  do, 

1  r  .... 

Of  Tempers,  by  inferior  Forms  exprefs’d, 

And  feen  for  nothing,  fomething  may  be  guefs’d. 

When  the  fly  Fox  enfnares  the  filly  Geefe, 

Who  does  not  fee  that  Mind  is  of  a  piece 
With  former  Lawyers,  who  devour’d  by  far 
The  fillier  Clients,  drawn  into  the  Bar  ? 

i  •  »  i  *  }  i  f 
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Why  not  Fhyflcians  ?  Hear  the  Lawyer  fay  ; 

Are  not  they  too  as  wily  in  their  way  ? 

Why  yes,  dear  Barrifter;  but  then  they  own 

The  Shapes,  in  which  their  cunning  Arts  are  fhown 

Serpents  confefs,  around  the  Rod  entwin’d, 

Wily,  or  wile  the  Efculapian  kind. 

Why  not  Divines  ?  The  Doctor  may  object; 

They  have  Devourers  too,  in  ev’ry  Se£t ; 

True  :  But  if  one  devour,  there  is  for  him 
A  Tranfmigration  more  upon  the  grim; 

In  human  Shape  when  he  has  fpent  his  Years, 

Stript  of  Sheeps  Cioathing,  real  Wolf  appears. 

Plain  in  four  footed  Animals,  let's  try 
Inftance,  that  firfl:  occurs,  in  fuch  as  fly  : 

The  Parrot  fhews,  by  its  unmeaning  prate, 

Full  many  a  Talker’s  metamorphos’d  Fate, 

Whofe  Tongue  outflrips  the  Clapper  of  a  Mill, 

And  ftill  keeps  faying  the  fame  nothing  Hill  : 

As  full  the  City,  and  as  full  the  Court, 

As  India’s  Woods,  with  Creatures  of  this  fort. 

If  rightly  the  gay  feather’d  Bird  foretells 
The  future  Shape  of  eloquenter  Belles, 

Or  Beaux,  tranfmigrated,  the  human  Dolls 
Will  talk,  and  fhine  carefs’d  in  pretty  Polls. 

Belles,  you  may  fee,  purfue  a  Butterfly, 

With  painted  Wings,  that  flutter  in  the  Sky; 

And  fparkling,  to  the  Solar  Rays,  unfold 

Red  mix’d  with  purple,  green  with  ihining  Gold  ; 
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Nor  wonder  at  the  fond  Purfuit,  for  know 
That  this  fame  Butterfly  was  once  a  Beau  ; 

And,  drefs’d  according  to  the  neweft  Whim, 

R.an  after  them,  as  they  run  after  him. 

Footed,  or  flying,  all  decypher  Men  ; 

Enough  to  add  one  other  Inftance  then, 

One  from  a  Courtier,  a  creeping  Thing ; 

He  takes  new  Colours,  as  there  comes  new  Kins; 
Lives  upon  airy  Promifes,  and  dies  ; 

H  is  Tranfmigration  can  be  no  furprize; 
Chamelean-fliape  by  that  he  comes  to  fhare ; 

Still  changes  Colours,  and  ftill  feeds  on  Air. 

By  his  ingenious  Fiction,  in  the  End, 

What  could  the  wife  Pythagoras  intend  ? 

Too  wife  a  Man  not  to  intend  a  Clue 
To  change,  hereafter,  literally  true. 

The  Solar  Syftem  of  our  boafted  Age 
Was  known  of  old  to  this  enlightned  Sage: 

So  might  his  Thoughts  on  Man’s  immortal  Soul, 
Howe’er  exprefs’d,  be  right  upon  the  whole  : 

He  meant,  one  need  not  fcruple  to  affirm. 

This  real  Truth,  by  Tranfmigration  Term. 

Our  Tempers  here  muff  point  to  the  degree, 
In  which  hereafter  we  delign  to  be. 

From  Vice  in  Minds,  undoubtedly,  will  grow 
More  ugly  Shapes  than  any  here  below ; 

But  facred  Virtue,  Piety,  and  Love - 

What  beauteous  Forms  will  they  produce  above  ! 


The 


THE 

POND. 

At  qni  tantulo  eget ,  quanto  ejl  opus>  is  neque  Lima 
Turbatam  haurit  aquam,  neque  vitam  amittit  in  JJndis. 


Hor, 

NCE,  on  a  Time,  a  certain  Man  was  found, 

That  had  a  Pond  of  Water  in  his  Ground : 

A  fine  large  Pond  of  Water  frefh  and  clear, 

Enough  to  ferve  his  Turn,  for  many  a  Year. 

Yet  fo  it  was - a  ftrange,  unhappy  Dread 

Of  wanting  Water  feiz’d  the  Fellow’s  Head: 

When  he  was  dry,  he  was  afraid  to  drink 
Too  much  at  once,  for  fear  his  Pond  fhould  fink. 
Perpetually  tormented  with  this  Thought, 

He  never  ventur’d  on  a  heaity  Draught; 

Still  dry,  ftill  fearing  to  exhauft  his  Store, 

When  half  refrefh’d,  he  frugally  gave  o’er  ; 

Reviving  of  himfelf  reviv’d  his  Fright, 

Better,  quoth  he,  to  be  half  choakt  than  quite. 

Upon  his  Pond  continually  intent, 

In  Cares  and  Pains  his  anxious  Life  he  fipent; 

Confuming  all  his  Time,  and  Strength  away. 

To  make  the  Pond  rife  higher  ev’ry  Day: 
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He 
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I  Ie  work’d  and  flav’d,  and - oh  !  how  flow  it  fills ! 

Pour’d  in  by  Pail-fulls,  and  took  out - by  Gills. 

In  a  wet  Seafon— - he  would  fkip  about, 

Placing  his  Buckets  under  ev’ry  Spout; 

From  falling  Show’rs  collecting  frefh  Supply, 

And  grudging  ev’ry  Cloud- - that  pafled  by; 

Curling  the  drynefs  of  the  Times,  each  Hour, 

Altho’  it  rain’d  as  faff  as  it  could  pour. 

Then  he  would  wade  thro’  ev’ry  dirty  Spot, 

Where  any  little  Moifture  could  be  got ; 

And  when  he  had  done  draining  of  a  Bog, 

Still  kept  himfelf  as  dirty  as  a  Flog: 

And  cry’d  whene’er  Folks  blam’d  him,  what  d’^e  mean  ? 
It  cofts- - a  Vvrorld  of  Water,  to  be  clean* 

If  fome  poor  Neighbour  crav’d  to  flake  his  Third:, 

What ! - rob  my  Pond  i  I’ll  fee  the  Rogue  hang’d  firfl : 

A  burning  Shame,  thefe  Vermin  of  the  Poor 
Should  creep  unpunifh’d  thus  about  my  Door  ! 

As  if  I  had  not  Frogs,  and  Toads  enoo, 

That  fuck  my  Pond,  whatever  I  can  do. 

The  Sun  {till  found  him,  as  he  rofe,  or  fet, 

Always  in  queft  of  Matters - -  that  were  wet : 

Betimes  he  rofe  to  fweep  the  Morning  Dew, 

And  refted  late  to  catch  the  Ev’ning  too. 

With  Soughs  and  Troughs,  he  labour’d  to  enrich 
The  riling  Pond,  from  ev’ry  neighb’fing  Ditch; 

With 
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With  Soughs 


and  Troughs,  and  Pipes,  and  Cuts,  and 


Sluices, 

From  growing  Plants  he  drain’d  the  very  Juices; 

Made  evTy  Stick  of  Wood  upon  the  Hedges, 

Of  good  Behaviour  to  depolit  Pledges; 

By  fome  Conypjance,  or  another,  Hill 
Devis’d  Recruits  from  each  declining  Hill : 

He  left,  in  Ihort,  for  this  beloved  Plunder, 

No  Stone  unturn’d- - that  could  have  Water  under. 


Sometimes — — when  forc’d  to  quit  his  aukward Toil, 

And - fore  again!!  his  Will - to  refl  a  while; 

Then  ftraight  he  took  his  Book,  and  down  he  fat 
To  calculate  th’  Expences  he  was  at; 

How  much  he  differ’d,  at  a  mod  Tate  Guefs, 

From  all  thofe  Ways  by  which  the  Pond  grew  lefs; 

For  as  to  thofe  by  which  it  Hill  grew  bigger. 

For  them  he  reckon’d- — —not  a  lingle  Figure: 

Fie  knew  a  wife  old  Saying,  which  maintain’d. 

That  'twas  bad  Luck  to  count  what  one  had  gain’d. 


Firft,  for  my  Self — — my  daily  Charges  here 
Coll  a  prodigious  Quantity  a  Year: 

Altho’,  thank  Heaven,  I  never  boil  my  Meat, 

Nor  am  I  fuch  a  Sinner  as  to  fweat : 

But  Things  are  come  to  fuch  a  Pafs,  indeed. 

We  fpend  ten  Times  the  Water  that  we  need  : 
People  are  grown  with  wafhing,  cleanfmg,  rincing, 
So  finical  and  nice,  pad  all  convincing; 


So 
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So  many  proud,  fantaftic  Modes,  in  fhort. 

Are  introduc’d,  that  my  poor  Pond  pays  for’t. 

Not  but  I  could  be  well  enough  content 
With  what,  upon  my  own  Account,  is  fpent; 

But  thofe  large  Articles,  from  whence  I  reap 
No  Kind  of  Profit,  ftrike  me  on  a  Heap: 

What  a  v aft  deal,  each  Moment,  atafup. 

This  ever  thirfty  Earth  itfelf  drinks  up  I 

Such  Holes  !  and  Gaps !  Alas !  my  Pond  provides 

Scarce  for  its  own  unconfcionable  Sides : 

Nay,  how  can  one  imagine  it  fhould  thrive. 

So  many  Creatures  as  it  keeps  alive ! 

That  creep  from  ev’ry  Nook  and  Corner,  marry  ! 
Filching  as  much,  as  ever  they  can  carry: 

Then,  all  the  Birds  that  flv  along  the  Air 
Light  at  my  Pond,  and  come  in  for  a  Share : 

Item,  at  ev’ry  Puff  of  Wind  that  blows. 

Away  at  once - the  Surface  of  it  goes: 

The  reft,  in  Exhalations  to  the  Sun - - 

One  Months  fair  Weather - -and  I  am  undone  S 

This  Life  he  led  for  many  a  Year  together; 
Grew  old,  and  grey,  in  watching  of  his  Weather; 
Meagre  as  Death  itfelf,  ’till  this  fame  Death 
Stopt,  as  the  faying  is,  his  vital  Breath; 

For  as  th’  old  Fool  was  carrying  to  his  Field 
A  heavier  Burden,  than  he  well  could  wield. 

He  mift  his  Footing,  or  fome  how  he  fumbl’d 
In  tumbling  of  it  in,— but  in  he  tumbled: 
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Mighty  defirous  to  get  out  again, 

He  fcream’d,  and  fcrambl’d,  but  ’twas  all  in  vain  : 
The  Place  was  grown  fo  very  deep  and  wide. 

Nor  Bottom  of  it  could  he  feel,  nor  Side,  ^ 

And  fo - i’tlT  Middle  of  his  Pond - —he  dy’d. 

What  think  ye  now  from  this  imperfect  Sketch, 

My  Friends,  of  fuch  a  miferable  Wretch? - 

Why,  his  a  Wretch,  we  think,  of  your  own  making  • 
No  Fool  can  be  fuppos’d  in  fuch  a  taking : 

Your  own  warm  Fancy — —nay,  but  warm,  or  cool. 
The  World  abounds  with  many  fuch  a  Fool : 

The  choice!!  Ills,  the  greateft  Torments,  fure, 

Are  thofe,  which  Numbers  labour  to  endure— - - 

What !  for  a  Pond  !— — why  ,call  it  an  Eftate ; 

You  change  the  Name,  but  realize  the  Fate. 
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^pwo  Foot  Companions  once  in  deep  Difcourfe, 

Tom,  fays  the  one - let’s  go  and  fteal  a  Horfe. 

Steal !  fays  the  other,  in  a  huge  furprize. 

He  that  fays  I’m  a  Thief - 1  fay  he  lies. 

Well,  well,  replies  his  Friend, — — no  fuch  affront, 

I  did  but  afk  ye — — if  you  won’t- — — you  won’t. 

So  they  jogg’d  on — — ’till,  in  another  Strain, 

The  Qnerift  mov’d  to  honeft  To?n  again  ; 

Suppofe,  fays  he,— - for  Suppofition  fake— 

'  Fis  but  a  Suppofition  that  I  make, — — - 

Suppofe - that  we  fhould  filch  a  Horfe,  I  fay  ? 

Filch  !  filch  !  quoth  Tom , - demurring  by  the  Way; 

That’s  not  fo  bad  as  downright  'Theft - 1  own - 

But- - yet - methinks - ’twere  better  let  alone  ; 

It  foundeth  fomething  pitiful,  and  low ; 

Shall  we  go  filch  a  Florfe  you  fay- - why,  no— — - 

I’ll  filch  no  filching  - and  I’ll  tell  no  lye; 

Honsfiy  s  the  bell  Policy- - fay  I. 

Struck  with  fuch  vaft  Integrity  quite  dumb 

FI  is  Comrade  paus’d - at  lad,  fays  he, - -come,  come  ; 

Thou  art  an  bonefi  Fellow - 1  agree - 

'  Honeft  and  poor ; - alas  !  that  fhou’d  not  be  : 

K  2  And 
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And  dry  into  the  Bargain - and  no  Drink  / 

Shall  we  go  Nim  a  Horfe,  Tom,'  —what  doff  think  ? 

How  clear  Things  are  when  Liquor’s  in  the  Cafe  ! 
Tom  anfwers  quick,  with  cafuiffic  Grace, 

Nim  ?  yes,  yes,  yes,  lets  Nim  with  all  my  Heart, 

I  fee  no  harm  in  Nimming ,  for  my  Part; 

Hard  is  the  Cafe,  now  I  look  fharp  into’t. 

That  Honefty  fhou’d  trudge  i’th’  Dirt  a  Foot; 

So  many  empty  Horfes  round  about. 

That  Honefty  fhould  wear  its  Bottoms  out ; 

Befides-—- — fhall  Honefty  be  choak’d  with  Thirft  ? 

Were  it  my  Lord  Mayor's  Horfe  - I’d  nim  it  fir  A. 

And  —by  the  by— — -my  Lad— —no  fcrubby  Tit— — - 
There  is  the  belt  that  ever  wore  a  Bit, 

Not  far  from  hence- - 1  take  ye,  quoth  his  Friend, 

Is  not  yon  Stable,  Tom,  our  Journey’s  End  ? 

Good  Wits  will  jump — - — both  meant  the  very  Steed; 
The  Top  o’th’  Country,  both  for  Shape,  and  Speed: 

So  to’t  they  went— — and,  with  an  Halter  round 
His  feather’d  Neck,  they  min'd  him  off  the  Ground, 

And  now,  good  People,  we  fhould  next  relate 
Of  thefe  Adventurers  the  lucklefs  Fate: 

Poor  Tom  /- — — but  here  the  Sequel  is  to  feek, 

Not  being  yet  tranflated  from  the  Greek : 

Some  fay,  that  Tom  would  boneftly  have  peacht. 

But  by  his  blabbing  Friend  was  over-reacht ; 


Others 


Others  inlift  upon’t,  that  both  the  Elves 
Were,  in  like  Manner,  halter^nirn d  themfelves. 


It  matters  not - The  Moral  is  the  Thing, 

For  which  our  purpofe,  Neighbours,  was  to  ling. 

If  it  Ihould  hit  fome  few  amongft  the  Throng, 

Let  ’em  not  lay  the  Fault  upon  the  Song 
Fair  warning  all :  He  that  has  got  a  Cap, 

Now  put  it  on- - or  elfe  beware  a  Rap : 

’Tis  but  a  fhort  one,  it  is  true,  but  yet, 

Has  a  long  reach  with  it - Videlicet , 

’Tivixt  right ,  and  wrongs  honv  7na?iy  gentle  Trimmers 
Will  neither  Jleal ,  nor  filch ,  but  <will  be  plaguy  Nimmers  / 
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CARELESS  CONTENT. 


i. 

J  Am  Content,  I  do  not  care, 

Wag  as  it  will  the  World  for  me  ; 

When  Fufs,  and  Fret  was  all  my  Fare, 

It  got  no  ground,  as  I  could  fee  : 

So  when  away  my  Caring  went, 

I  counted  Coft,  and  was  Content, 

IF 

With  more  of  Thanks,  and  lefs  of  Thought, 
I  ftrive  to  make  my  Matters  meet  ; 

To  feek  what  antient  Sages  fought, 

Phyfick  and  Food,  in  four  and  fweet : 

To  take  what  paffes  in  good  Part, 

And  keep  the  Hiccups  from  the  Heart. 


With  good  and  gentle  humour’d  Hearts, 

I  choofe  to  chat  where  e’er  I  come  ; 

Whate’er  the  Subject  be  that  harts  ; 

But  if  I  get  among  the  Glum, 

I  hold  my  Tongue  to  tell  the  Troth, 

And  keep  my  Breath  to  cool  my  Broth, 

IV.  For 
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IV. 

For  Chance  or  Change,  of  Peace  or  Pain; 

For  Fortune’s  Favour,  or  her  Frown; 

For  Lack  or  Glut,  forLofs  or  Gain, 

I  never  dodge,  nor  up  nor  down : 

But  lwing  what  Way  the  Ship  fhall  fwim, 

Or  tack  about,  with  equal  Trim. 

* 

V. 

I  fuit  not  where  I  fhall  not  fpeed. 

Nor  trace  the  Turn  of  ev’ry  Tide; 

If  fimple  Senfe  will  not  fucceed, 

I  make  no  Buftling,  but  abide: 

For  lhining  Wealth,  or  fearing  Woe, 

I  force  no  Friend,  I  fear  no  Foe 

VI. 

Of  Ups  and  Downs,  of  Ins  and  Outs , 

Of  they're  itU  wrong ,  and  we're  ith ’  right , 
I  fhun  the  Rancours,  and  the  R.outs, 

And  wifhing  well  to  every  Wight, 
Whatever  Turn  the  Matter  takes, 

I  deem  it  all  but  Ericks  and  Drakes. 


VII.  With 
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VII. 

With  whom  I  feafl  I  do  not  fawn, 

Nor  if  the  Folks  fhould  flout  me,  faint  $ 

If  wonted  Welcome  be  withdrawn, 

I  cook  no  Kind  of  a  Complaint : 

With  none  difpos’d  to  difagree. 

But  like  them  belt,  who  belt  like  me. 

VIII. 

Not  that  I  rate  myfelf  the  Rule 
How  all  my  Betters  fhould  behave ; 

But  Fame  fhall  find  me  no  Man’s  Fool, 

Nor  to  a  Set  of  Men  a  Slave : 

I  love  a  Friendfhip  free  and  frank. 

And  hate  to  hang  upon  a  Hank. 

IX. 

Fond  of  a  true  and  trufty  Tie, 

I  never  loofe  where’er  I  link  ; 

Tho’  if  a  Bus’nefs  budges  by, 

I  talk  thereon  juft  as  I  think : 

My  Word,  my  Work,  my  Heart,  my  Hand, 

Still,  on  a  Side,  together  hand. 


X.  If 
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x. 

(if  Names  or  Notions  make  a  noife. 
Whatever  Hap  the  Queftion  hath, 

The  Point  impartially  I  poife, 

And  read,  or  write,  but  without  Wrath; 
For  fhould  I  burn,  or  break  my  Brains, 
Pray,  who  will  pay  me  for  my  Pains  ? 


I  love  my  Neighbour  as  myfelf, 

Myfelf  like  him  too,  by  his  Leave ; 
Nor  to  his  Pleafure,  PowT,  or  Pelf, 
Came  I  to  crouch,  as  I  conceive  : 
Dame  Nature  doubtlefs  has  defign’d 
A  Man,  the  Monarch  of  his  Mind. 

XII. 

Now  tafie  and  try  this  Temper,  Sirs, 
Mood  it,  and  brood  it  in  your  Bread: ; 
Or  if  ve  ween,  for  worldly  Stirs, 

That  Man  does  right  to  mar  his  Reft, 
Let  me  be  deft,  and  debonair, 

/  a m  Content,  1  do  not  care. 
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On  P  A  T  I  E  N  C  E. 

Written  at  the  Requeft  of  a  Friend, 

PART  I. 

ns  jS^Verfe  on  Patience ?”  yes;— — but  then  prepare 

Your  Mind,  Friend  T--c---t ,  with  a  reading  Share 
Or  elfe  ’twill  give  you  rather  lefs  than  more, 

To  hear  it  mention’d,  than  you  had  before : 

If  mine  to  write,  remember,  ’tis  your  Tafk 
To  bear  the  Lines,  which  you  are  pleas’d  to  alk. 

Patience  the  Theme — a  blefled  Inmate  this! 

The  nurfing  Parent  of  our  Bofom  Blifs : 

Abroad  for  Blifs  fhe  bids  us  not  to  roam, 

But  cultivate  its  real  Fund  at  Home: 

A  noble  Treafure— — -when  the  patient  Soul 
Sits  in  the  Center,  and  furveys  the  whole. 

The  budding  World,  to  fetch  her  out  from  thence, 
Will  urge  the  various,  plaulible  Pretence; 

Will  praife  Perfections  of  a  grander  Name, 

Sound  great  Exploits,  and  call  her  out  to  Fame; 

Amufe,  and  flatter,  till  the  Soul,  too  prone 
To  Self  aHivity,  deferts  her  Throne. 
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Be  on  your  Guard- - the  Bus’nefs  of  a  Man 

ts,  to  be  fure,  to  do  what  good  he  can  ; 

But  firft  at  Home;  let  Patience  rule  within, 
Where  Charity ,  you  know,  mu  ft  firft  begin : 

Not  tnonied  Love ,  as  fondly  under ftood. 

But  calm,  fedate  Propenfity  to  Good ; 

...  V  .  A  -  1  - 

The  genuine  Product  of  the  Virtue,  Friend, 
’Which  you  oblige  me  here  to  recommend ; 

The  Tryal,  this,  of  all  the  reft  befide, 

For,  without  Patience  they  are  all  but  Pride: 

A  ftrong  Ambition  fhines  within  its  Sphere, 

But  proves  its  Weaknefs — —when  it  cannot  bear. 

There  lies  the  Teft;  bring  ev’ry  thing  to  that? 
It  fhows  us  plainly,  what  we  would  be  at : 

Of  gen’rous  Actions  we  may  count  the  Sum , 

But  fcarce  the  Worth ,  till  Difappointments  come; 
Men  oft  are5  then,  moft  gen’roufty  abfurd, 

Their  own  good  Actions  have  their  own  bad  Word. 

Impatience  hates  Ingratitude ,  foriooth  i 

Why  ?. - it  difcovers  an  ungrateful  Truth; 

That  having  done,  for  Interefi ,  or  Fame, 

Such,  and  fuch  doings,  file  has  loft  her  Aim; 
While  thanklefs  People,  really  in  her  Debt, 

Have  all  got  theirs - and  put  her  in  a  Fret. 

Pofteft  of  Patience,  a  right  humble  Mind, 

At  all  Events,  is  totally  reftgn’d; 

L  2 
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Does  good  for  fake  of  good ,  not  for  th’  Event , 
Leaves  that  to  Heav’n,  and  keeps  to  its  Content: 
Good,  to  be  done,  or,  to  be  fuffer’d,  Ill, 

It  a£ts,  it  bears,  with  meek,  fubmiffive  Will,— 

rr  _.w  ;  .  r  •_  ^ ' 

Enough ,  enough— —Now  tell  me,  if  you  pleafe, 
Flow  is  it  to  he  had ,  this  mental  Ease  ?” 

God  knows,  I  do  not,  how  it  is  acquir’d— 

But  this  I  know—  if  heartily  delir’d. 

We  fhall  be  thankful  for  the  Donor’s  Leave 
To  aik— — to  hope— and  wait  till  we  receive, 

PART  II. 

44  Virtues ,  you  fay ,  by  Patience  mujl  he  tried— 
«{  If  that  be  wanting,  they  are  all  but  Pride, 

ef  Of  Rule  fo  ftriCt,  I  want  to  have  a  Clue*'- . -  — 

Well,  if  you’ll  have  the  fame  Indulgence  too, 
And  take  a  frefh  Compliance  in  good  Part, 

I’ll  do  the  belt  I  can,  with  all  my  Heart. 

Pride  is  the  grand  Diftemper  of  the  Mind; 
The  Source  of  ev’ry  Vice  of  ev’ry  Kind : 

That  Love  of  felf \  wherein  its  Elfence  lies, 

Gives  Birth  to  vicious  Tempers,  and  Supplies  : 

We  coin  a  world  of  Names  for  them,  but  ftill. 
All  comes  to  Fondnefs  for  our  own  dear  Will. 

We  fee,  by  Fa£ls,  upon  the  triple  Stage 
Of  prefent  Life,  Youth,  Manhood,  and  old  Age, 


How, 
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How,  to  be  plead  d - be  honour'd — - — and  be  rich ■ 

Thefe  three  Conditions  commonly  bewitch  : 

From  young  to  old,  if  human  Faults  you  weigh, 
’Tis  felfijh  Pride ,  that  grows  from  green  to  grey. 

Pride  is,  indeed,  a  more  accuftonVd  Name 
For  queft  of  Grandeur,  Eminence,  or  Fame ; 
But  that  of  Pleafure,  that  of  Gold  betrays 

t 

What  inward  Principle  it  is,  that  fways  : 

The  Rake’s  young  Dotage,  and  the  Mifer’s  old , 
One  fame  enilaving  Love  to  Self  unfold. 

If  Pride  be  thus  the  Fountain  of  all  Vice ; 
Whence  muff  we  fay  that  Virtue  has  its  rife, 

But  from  Humility  ?  and  what  the  fure, 

And  certain  lign,  that  even  this  is  pure  ? 

For  Pride,  itfelf,  will  in  its  Drefs  appear, 

When  nothing  touches  that  fame  Self  too  near. 

But  when  provok’d,  and,  fay,  unjuftly  too, 
Then  Pride  difrobes  ;  then,  what  a  huge  ado  ! 
Then,  who  can  blame  the  Paffion  of  a  Pride, 
That  has  got  Pteafon,  R.eafon  of  its  Side  ? 

He's  in  the  •wrong - and ,  1  am  in  the  right  — *— 

Refenlvient  come ,  Humility ,  good  Night  l 

Now,  the  Criterion ,  I  apprehend, 

On  which,  if  any,  one  may  beft  depend. 

Is  Patience; - —is  the  Bear ,  and  the  Forbear ; 

To  which  the  truly  virtuous  adhere ; 


Refolv’d 
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Ptefolv’cl  to  fufferf  without  Pro  and  Cont 
A  thoufand  Evils,  rather  than  do  one. 

Not  to  have  Patience ,  and  yet  not  be  frond , 

Is  Contradiction  not  to  be  allow’d  : 

All  Eyes  are  open  to  fo  plain  a  Cheat, 

But  of  the  blinded  by  the  Self-deceit ; 

Who,  with  a  like  Conhftency,  may  tell, 

That  nothing  ails  them,  tho’  they  are  not  well. 

Strifl  is  the  Rule;  but  notwithftanding,  true ; 
However  I  fall  fhort  of  it,  or  you  : 

Belt  to  increafe  our  Stock,  if  it  be  fmall. 

By  dealing  in  it  with  our  Neighbours  all ; 

And  then,  who  knows  ?  but  we  {hall,  in  the  End, 
Learn  to  have  Patience  with  ourfelves — — and  mend. 
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REMARKS 

UPON 

Dr.  Akenjidd  s  and  Mr.  Whitehead's  Verfes 

Which  were  published  and  addreffed  to  the  People  of 
England,  in  the  Year  1758. 

1  ‘  Jff H  IT  H  E  Pi.  is  Europe’s  ancient  Spirit  fled  ?  * 

How  came  this  Query  in  the  Doctor’s  Head  ? 

Whither  is  Britain’s - one  had  fooner  guefs’d. 

In  Ode  to  his  own  Countrymen  addrefs’d : 

But  as  outlandifh  Pvivers  foon  infer  it, 

(Six,  in  three  Lines)  it  muft  be  Europe’s  Spirit. 


Of  cc  valiant  Tenants  of  her  Shore f  ’tis  faid, 

“  Who  from  the  warrior  Bow  the  flrong  Dart  fpedz'< 

Let  Bow  be  Warrior,  and  let  Dart  be  ftrong; 

Verfe  does  not  fpeed  fo  fpeedjjy  along ; 

sc  The 


*  - - - ruJVt corum  majcnla  militum 

Proles,  Sabellis  doffa  ligonibus 

verfare  glebas  Hor, 

Whither  is  Europe’s  ancient  Spirit  flee!  ? 

Where  are  the  valiant  Tenants  of  her  Shore  ? 

Who  from  the  warrior  Bow  the  flrong  Dart  fpecl, 

Or  with  Arm  Hand  the  rapid  Poleax  bore? 

See  an  Ode  to  the  Country  Gentlemen  of  England,  hv  Dr.  Akenflde. 
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“  Tli eflrong  Dart  fped” - does  but  go  thump,  thump* 

thump. 

That  quick  as  thrown  fhould  pierce  the  Liver  plump* 

“  And  nvilh  firm  Hand  the  rapid  Poleax  bore” - 

If  it  had  been  the  rapid  Dart,  before, 

And  the  firong  Poleax,  here,  it  had  agreed 
With  a  firm  Hold  as  well,  and  darting  fpeed : 

Whither  are  fled  from  Qde-Verfification, 

The  ancient- - Pleafures  of  Imagination  P* 

Really  thefe  fighting  Poets  want  a  Tutor, 

To  teach  them - Ultra  crepidam  ne  Sutor  ; 

To  teach  the  Dottor ,  and  to  teach  the  Laureat , 

Ex  Helicone  fanguinem  ne  hauriat  : 

Tho’  Blood  and  Wounds  infedf  its  limpid  Stream, 

It  lliould  run  clear  before  they  fing  a  Theme, 

Ye - “  Britons  roufe  toDeeds  of  Death!' - —fays  one,f 

Whither ,  the  next,  is  Europe's  Spirit  gone  P 
While  real  Warriors  think  it  all  a  Farce 
For  them  to  bounce  of  either  Mors  or  Mars  : 

Safe 

*  Alluding  to  a  celebrated  Poem,  written  by  Dr.  Akenfrde,  entitled, 
the  Pleafures  of  the  Imagination. 

j-  — -Animos  in  martia  bella 

Verfibus  exacuit  Hor„ 

Britons,  roufe  to  Deeds  of  Death  ! - — 

See  Verfes  to  the  People  of  England,  1758,  by  "William  Whitehead, 
Efq;  Poet  Laureat. 
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Safe  as  one  facks  it ,  under  bloodlefs  Bay  ; 

And  fure  as  t’other  even  Death  mull:  pay. 

But  you  {hall  hear  what  Captain  *****  faid, 

When  he  had  heard  both  Ode  and  Verfes  read  : 

On  Mottos - -  V erf  bus  exacuit — — 

And — — Proles  miliium — —  he  mus’d  a  bit ; 

Then,  having  call:  his  hunting  Wits  about, 

In  quell  of  Rhimes,  he  thus,  at  laft,  broke  out.*-—  * 

Poh  !  let  my  Serjeant,  when  his  Dofe  is  taken, 
Britons  strike  Home!  with  moiften’d  Pipe  rehearfe. 
To  Deeds  of  Death  ’twill  fooner  much  awaken, 

Than  a  Cart  Load  full  of  fuch  Ode  and  Verfe. 

If  thefe  two  Bards  will,  by  a  tuneful  Labour, 

Show,  without Jham ,  their  Love  to  killing  Life, 

Let  Akenside  go  thump  upon  the  Tabor; 

And  Whitehead  grafp  th*  exacuating  Fife, 


M 
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A 

H I N  T  to  a  young  Perfon, 

."" ■"■•■"■•  i  ■  i  \  „  i  i...:  -  -' 

For  his  better  Improvement  by  Reading  or  Converfatiom 

» 

*  •  ■*•■•••  ,  B  r  f.  ,  - 

...  -•  \y  -.•  C.  i  t  s.  ‘  v  *  •*  -■*  -  I'.'-  v 

JN  reading  Authors,  when  you  find 
Bright  Paffages  that  flrike  your  Mind, 

And  which  perhaps  you  may  have  Re  a  foil 
To  think  on  at  another  Seafon, 

Be  not  contented  with  the  Sight, 

But  take  them  down  in  Black  and  White  • 

Such  a  Refpedl  is  wifely  fhown 
That  makes  another’s  Senfe  one’s  own. 

When  you’re  afleep  upon  your  Bed 
A  Thought  may  come  into  your  Head, 

Which  may  be  of  good  ufe,  if  taken 
Due  Notice  of  when  you’re  awaken ; 

Of  midnight  Thoughts  to  take  no  heed. 

Betrays  a  fleepy  Soul  indeed ; 

It  is  but  dreaming  in  the  Day 
To  throw  our  nightly  Hours  away. 

In  Converfation,  when  you  meet 
With  Perfons  chearful,  and  difcreet. 

That  fpeak,  or  quote,  in  Profe,  or  Rhime, 

Things  or  facetious,  or  fublime, 


Obferve 
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Obferve  what  paftes,  and  anon, 

When  you  come  Home  think  thereupon ; 
Write  what  occurs,  forget  it  not, 

A  good  Thing  fav’d  ’s  a  good  Thing  got. 

Let  no  remarkable  Evept 
Pafs  with  a  gaping  Wonderment, 

A  Fool’s  device — - Lord ,  who  would  think 

Commit  it  fafe  to  Pen  and  Ink 
Whate’er  deferves  Attention  now. 

For  when  ’tis  pafs’d,  you  know  not  how, 
Too  late  you’ll  find  it,  to  your  Coft, 

So  much  of  human  Life  is  loft. 

Were  it  not  for  the  written  Letter, 
Pray,  what  were  living  Men  the  better 
For  all  the  Labours  of  the  Dead, 

For  all  that  Socraies  e’er  faid  ? 

The  Morals  brought  from  Heav’n  to  Men 
He  would  have  carried  back  again: 

’Tis  owing  to  his  Short-Hand  Youth 
That  Socrates  does  now  fpeak  Truth. 


T  O 


Lady  B 


W 


Upon  her  prefenting  the  Author  with  the  Moiety  of  a 

Lottery  Ticket. 


rjTl  I S  Ticket  is  to  be  divided— well ; 


To  Lady  Betty  let  thefe  Prefents  tell 
How  much  I  value,  Chances  all  apart, 
This  gentle  token  of  her  friendly  Heart; 
Without  regard  to  Prizes  or  to  Blanks, 

My  Obligation  is  immediate  Thanks; 

And  here  they  come  as  hearty  and  as  free, 
As  this  unlook’d  for  Favour  came  to  me. 


Five  Thoufand  Pounds  perhaps - a  handfome  Sum - — — 

Ay,  but  in  Specie  Five  may  never  come—- - 

That  as  you  pleafe,  Dame  Fortune;  in  my  Mind 
I  have  already  taken  it  in  kind; 

Am  quite  contented  writh  my  prefen t  Lot, 

Whether  you’re  pleas’d  to  fecond  it,  or  not : 

Chance  is  but  Chance ;  however,  great  or  fmall. 

The  Spirit  of  a  loving  Gift  is  all. 

<c  Three  Tickets  offer’d  to  make  choice  of  one, 

£<  And  write  the  Memorandum  thereupon”- — - 

Spread 
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Spread  in  fuccefiive  order,  as  they  lie. 

May  all  be  Prizes,  for  her  fake,  thought  I! 

That,  upon  which  my  Fancy  cliofe  to  fix, 

Was  (let  me  fee)  Four  hundred  fifty -fix: 

Four,  five,  and  fix - they  are,  if  I  can  read, 

i 

Numbers  that  regularly  Jhould  fucceed. 

Thou  backward  Fortune,  that  in  Days  of  Yore 
Haft  read  from  fix  to  five,  from  five  to  four. 

Once,  for  the  Lady’s  fake,  reverfe  thy  Spight, 

And  trace  a  luckier  Circle  to  the  right, 

If  thou  art  angry  that  I  fhould  defpife 

Thy  Gifts,  which  never  dazzl’d  much  my  Eyes; 

Now  fpeak  me  fair,  nor  let  th’  Occafion  flip 
Of  fuch  an  honourable  Partnership. 

Stand  ftill  a  Moment  on  thy  Bridge’s  Pier, 

And  the  Conditions  of  Succefs  let’s  hear ; 

Say  what  the  Bard  fhall  offer  at  thy  Shrine, 

Any  thing  lefs  than  Worfhip,  and  ’tis  thine. 

If  not  fo  quite  (as  they  relate  thee)  blind, 

See  both  our  Names,  which  thus  together  join’d, 

I’d  rather  Jhare  Ten  Thoufand  Pounds,  I  own. 

Than  court  thee  for  ten  Millions  alone, 

“  Thoufands  and  Millions,  Sir,  are  pompous  Sounds 

“  For  Poets,  feldom  converfant  in  Pounds”- - 

Yes;  but  I’m  only  looking  on  th’  Event 

» 

As  correfponding  to  a  kind  Intent. 


Should 


r 
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Should  it  turn  out  its  Thoufands,  more  or  lefs, 

I  lhouid  be  fo  me  what  puzzl’d,  I  profefs, 

And  mud:  upon  a  Cafe  fo  new,  fo  nice, 

Fly  to  my  BenefaCtrefs  for  Advice.* 

What  Jloall  I  do  <witb  fuch  a  monftraus  Prize? 

But-— — we’ll  poftpone  the  Queftion — —’till  it  rife— 
Let  it’s  To-morrow  manage  that — — To-day 
Accept  the  Thanks  which  I  am  bound  to  pay ; 
Enrich’d,  if  you  permit  me  (till  to  fhare 
Your  wifh  of  Welfare,  and  your  gen’rous  Care  : 

The  greatefl  Blifs,  if  I  have  any  Skill, 

Of  human  Life  is  mutual  Good-will. 

This,  without  Queftion,  has  your  Hand  confeft ; 
This,  without  Flatt’ry,  warms  a  willing  Breaft : 

So  much  good  Nature  fhown  with  fo  much  Eafe  ; 
Beftow  your  Sums,  Dame  Fortune,  where  you  pleafe  : 
That  kind  of  Satisfaction,  which  I  feel, 

Comes  not  within  the  Compafs  of  your  Wheel ; 

No  Prize  can  heighten  the  unpurchas’d  Grace, 

Nor  Blanks  the  grateful  Sentiments  efface. 


THE 


THE 

CENTAUR  fabulous* 

-.  \  -  »  .'  '  * 

2^euxis  of  old  a  Female  Centaur  drew. 

To  lliow  liis  Art ;  and  then  expos’d  to  View  : 

The  human  Half,  with  fo  exaG  a  Care, 

Was  join’d  to  Limbs  of  a  Thtffalian  Mare, 

That,  feeing,  from  a  different  Point,  the  Piece, 

Some  prais’d  the  Maid  and  fome  the  Mare  of  Greece., 

Like  to  this  Centaur ,  by  his  own  Relation, 

Is  Doftor  Warhurtons  Divine  Legation  : 

Which  fuperhcial  Writers,  on  each  Hand, 

Chriftians,  and  Deifts,  did  not  underhand  ; 

Becaufe  they  both  obferv’d,  from  partial  Views, 

TIP  incorporated  Church  and  State  of  Jews. 


Th’  ingenious  Artift  took  the  pains  to  draw. 
Full  and  entire,  the  Compound  of  the  Law  ; 


The 


*  The  delicate  Poignancy  of  the  "Wit  with  which  this  allegorical  Piece 
is  enlivened,  will  be  obvious  to  the  Reader  who  is  acquainted  with  the 
Wiitings  of  the  celebrated  Author  of  the  Divine  Legation;  and  there¬ 
fore  any  Extracts  to  iliuftratc  the  Epithets  and  Allufions  which  refer  to 
them  in  the  following  Verfes,  wouid  only  ferve  to  fwell  the  Notes  into  a 
tedious  Prolixity  :  However,  one  Quotation  is  annexeds  in  order  to  juftify 
a  Charge,  which  might  be  fufpedted  of  Exaggeration  by  thole,  who  are 
Strangers  to  the  learned  Writers  manner  of  treating  his  Opponents. 
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The  two  Societies,  the  civil  Kind, 

And  the  religious ,  perfectly  combin’d  ; 

With  God  Almighty,  as  a  Temporal  Prince, 
Governing  both,  as  all  his  Proofs  evince ; 

Without  the  Doddrine  of  a  future  State — — - 
Here,  with  Opponents,  lies  the  main  Debate  : 

They  cannot  reconcile  to  ferious  Thought 
God’s  Church  and  State - with  Life  to  come,  un¬ 

taught ; 

With  Law,  or  Gcfpel  cannot  make  to  fuit 
Virgin  of  Sion  finking  down  to  Brute. 

Zeuxis  the  new,  they  argue,  takes  a  Pride 
In  Shapes  fo  incompatible  allid; 

And  talks  away,  as  if  he  had  pourtray’d 
A  real  Creature,  mixt  of  Mare  and  Maid : 

All  who  deny  th”  Exiftence  of  the  Pad, 

He  centaurizes  into  Fool  and  Mad* 

If  one  objected  to  a  Maiden  Hoof; 

Why,  ’tis  an  Animal— — -was  all  his  Proof : 

If  to  an  Animal  with  human  Head  ; 

O!  ’tis  a  beauteous  Woman - -Zeuxis  faid  : 

What  ? 

*  Who  has  not  ftgnalized  hhnfdf  againjl  the  Divine  Legation  ?  Bigots , 
Hutchinfonians,  Methodifts ,  Anfwerers ,  Free-thinkers,  and  Fanatics,  have  in 
their  Turns  been  all  up  in  Arms  againjl  it.  The  Scene  was  opened  by  a  falfe 
Zealot,  and  at  prefent  feems  likely  to  be  clofed  by  a  Behmenijl.  A  natural  and 
eaj'y  Progrefs,  from  Folly  to  Madness,  See  the  Dedication  prefixed  to 
the  x ft  V.  of  the  ad  Part  of  the  D.  L, 
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t 

What !  Animal  and  Woman  both  at  once  ? 

Yes - that’s  ejfential  to  the  whole  ye  Dunce . 

His  primary,  and  feeondary  Senfe, 

Like  Mare  and  Maid ,  fupport  his  fond  Pretence % 

From  joining  Spot,  he  fkips  to  each  Extreme  ; 

Or  firides  to  both,  and  guards  the  motley  Scheme  \ 
Solving,  with  like  centauriformal  Eafe , 

Law ,  Prophets ,  Gofpel ,  quoted  as  you  pleafe. 

Thus  loth  went  on,  long  labour’d  Volumes  thro’— * 
Now  what  mu  ft  fair  impartial  Readers  do  ? 

Muft  they  not  grieve,  if  either  of  them  treat 
On  Law ,  or  Grace ,  with  Rudenefs,  or  with  Heat  ? 

Of  either  Zeuxis ,  they  allow  the  fkill; 

But  that - the  Centaur  is  a  Fable  Jlill. 


N  THOUGHTS 
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T  H  O  U  G  H  T  S 

O  N  T  H  E 

Confticution  of  Human  Nature, 

As  reprefented  in  the  Syftems  of  modern  Philofophers, 

OTRONG  Paffions  draw,  like  Horfes  that  are  ftrong, 
The  Body  Coach,  of  Fleffi  and  Blood,  along  ; 

While  fubtle  Reafon,  with  each  Rein  in  Pland, 

Sits  on  the  Box,  and  has  them  at  Command  ; 

Rais’d  up  aloft,  to  fee  and  to  be  feen, 
judges  the  Track,  and  guides  the  gay  Machine. 

But  was  it  made  for  nothing  elfe, - beiide 

Paffions  to  draw,  and  Reafon  to  be  Guide  ? 

Was  fo  much  Art  employ’d,  to  drag  and  drive, 

Nothing  within  the  Vehicle,  alive  ? 

No  feated  Mind ,  that  claims  the  moving  Pew, 

Matter  of  Paffions,  and  of  Reafon  too  l 

The  grand  Contrivance,  why  fo  well  equip 
With  ftrength  of  Paffions,  rul’d  by  Reafon’s  Whip  ? 
Vainly  profufe  had  Apparatus  been, 

Did  not  a  reigning  Spirit  red  within  ; 


Which 
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/ 

Which  Paffions  carry,  ancl  found  Reafon  means 
To  render  prefent  at  pre-order’d  Scenes. 

They,  who  are  loud  in  human  Reafon’s  Praife, 

J  7 

And  celebrate  the  Drivers  of  our  Days, 

Seem  to  fuppofe,  by  their  continual  Bawl, 

That  Paffions,  Reafon,  and  Machine,  is  all; 

To  them  the  Windows  are  drawn  up,  and  clear 
Nothing  that  does  not  outwardly  appear. 

Matter  and  Motion,  and  fuperior  Man 
By  Head  and  Shoulders,  form  their  reas’ning  Plan; 
View’d,  and  demurely  ponder’d,  as  they  roll; 

And  fcoring  Traces  on  the  Paper  Soul, 

Blank,  fhaven  white,  they  fill  th’  unfurnifh’d  Pate, 
With  new  Ideas,  none  of  them  innate. 

When  thefe  Adepts  are  got  upon  a  Box, 

Away  they  gallop  thro’  the  gazing  Flocks; 

Trappings  admir’d,  and  the  high  mettl’d  Brute, 

And  Reafon,  balancing  its  either  Foot; 

While  feeing  Eyes  difcern,  at  their  Approach, 

Fuilnefs  of  Skill,  and  emptinefs  of  Coach. 

»Tis  very  well  that  lively  Paffions  draw. 

That  fober  Reafon  keeps  them  all  in  Awe; 

The  one  to  run,  the  other  to  controll, 

And  drive  dire&ly  to  the  deftin’d  Goal : 

What  Goal? - Ay,  there  the  Queftion  fhould  begin; 

What  Spirit  drives  the  willing  Mind  within  ? 

N  2 


Senfe 
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Senfe,  Reafon,  Paffions,  and  the  like,  are  Hill 
One  felf  fame  Man,  whofe  Action  is  his  Will ; 
Whofe  Will,  if  right,  will  foon  renounce  the  Pride 
Of  an  own  Reafon,  for  an  only  Guide ; 

As  God’s  unerring  Spirit  fhall  infpire. 

Will  ftill  direct  the  Drift  of  his  Defire,, 


ON  THE 

PATRON  of  ENGLAND, 

In  a  Letter  to  Lord  Willoughby,  Preiident  of  the  Anti¬ 
quarian  Society. 


ILL  you  pleafe  to  permit  me,  my  very  good  Lord, 
Some  Night  when  you  meet  upon  ancient  Record, 
Full  worthily  filling  Antiquity’s  Throne, 

To  propofe  to  your  Sages  a  Doubt  of  my  own, 

A  certain  moot  Point  of  a  national  Kind  ; 

For  it  touches  all  England  to  have  it  defin’d 
With  a  little  more  Fa£t,  by  what  Kind  of  a  Right 
Her  Patron,  her  Saint,  is  a  Cappadox  Knight . 

I 


(  ) 

I  know  what  our  Songs,  and  our  Stories  advance. 

That  St.  George  is  for  England,  St.  Denys  for 
France  ; 

But  the  French,  tho’  uncertain  what  Denys  it  was, 

All  own  he  converted,  and  taught  ’em  their  Mafs  ; 

And  mod  other  Nations,  I  fancy,  remount 

To  a  Saint,  whom  they  chofe  upon  fome  fuch  Account, 

But  I  never  could  learn,  that  for  any  like  Notion, 

The  Englilh  made  Choice  of  a  Knight  Cappadocian. 

Their  Converlion  was  owing  (Event,  one  would  hope. 
Worth  remembring  at  lead)  to  a  Saint,  and  a  Pope, 

To  a  Gregory  known  by  the  Firfi ,  and  the  Great , 

Who  fent,  to  relieve  them  from  Pagan  Deceit, 

St.  Auflin  the  Monk;  and  both  Sender  and  Sent 
Had  their  Days  in  old  Fadi,  that  noted  th’  Event: 

Now  my  Lord  I  would  alk  of  theLearn’d,  and  Laborious, 
If  Ge-orgius  ben’t  a  Midake  for  Gregorius. 

In  Names  fo  like  letter’d  it  would  be  no  Wonder, 

If  hady  Tranfcribers  had  made  fuch  a  Blunder; 

And  Midake  in  the  Names,  by  a  Slip  of  their  Pen, 

May  perhaps  have  occadon’d  Midake  in  the  Men. 

That  this  has  been  made,  to  omit  all  the  red, 

Let  a  Champion  of  yours,  your  own  Selden ,  atted ; 

See  his  Book  upon  Titles  of  Honour - that  Quarter 

Where  he  treats  of  St.  Geor.ge,  and  the  Knights  of  the 
Garter, 


There 


(  102  ) 

There  he  quotes  from  Froiffart)  how,  at  firft,  on  the 
Plan 

Of  a  Lady’s  bine  Garter,  blue  Order  began. 

In  one  thoufand,  three  hundred  and  forty  and  four. 

But  the  Name  of  the  Saint  in  Froijfart  is  Grcgore ; 

So  the  Chronicle  Writer  or  printed,  or  wrote 
For  George ,  without  Doubt,  fays  the  marginal  Note* 

Be  it  there  a  Miftake — '—but,  my  Loid,  I’m  afraid 
That  the  lame,  vice  verfa ,  was  anciently  made. 

For  tho*  much  has  been  faid  by  the  great  Antiquarian 

Of  an  Orthodox  George — — Cappadocian- - and  Arian ; 

Flow  the  Soldier  firft  came  to  be  Patron  of  old, 

I  have  not,  fays  he,  Light  enough  to  behold : 

A  Soldier-like  Nation,  lie  gueffes  (for  want 

Of  a  Proof  that  it  did  fo)  would  chufe  him  for  Saint; 

For  in  all  his  old  Writings  no  Fragment  occurr’d, 

That  fainted  him  Patron,  ’till  Edward  the  Third. 

H  is  Reign,  he  had  guefs’d  to  have  been  the  firfF  Time, 
But  for  old  Saxon  Profe,  and  for  old  Englilh  Rhyme, 
Which  mention  a  George ,  a  great  Martyr,  and  Saint, 
Tho’  they  fay  not  a  Word  of  the  Thing  that  we  want; 
They  tell  of  his  Tortures,  his  Death,  and  his  Pray’r, 
Without  the  leaf!  Hint  of  the  queftion’d  Affair; 

That  Light,  I  fhould  guefs,  with  Submiffion  to  Selden , 
As  he  was  not  the  Patron,  he  was  not  beheld  in. 

The  Name  in  French,  Latin,  and  Saxon,  ’tis  hinted. 
Some  three  or  four  Times,  is  mif-writ  or  mif-printed 

He 


(  I0J  ) 

He  renders  it  Georoe - but  allowing  the  Hint, 

And  the  Juftice  of  Change,  both  in  Writing  and  Print, 
Some  George ,  by  like  Error  (it  adds  to  the  Doubt) 

Has  turn’d,  our  Converter,  St.  Gregory  out: 

Ele,  or  Auftin  the  Monk,  bid  the  fa  ire  ft  by  far 
To  be  Patron  of  England- - till  Garter  and  Star. 

In  the  old  Saxon  Cuftom  of  crowning  our  Kings, 

As  Selden  has  told  us,  amongft  other  Things 

They  nam’d  in  the  Pray’rs,  which  his  Pages  tranfplant. 

The  Virgin - St.  Peter — —and  one  other  Saint; 

V7hofe  Connexion  with  England  is  alfo  expreft ; 

And  yields,  in  this  Cafe,  fuch  a  probable  Teft, 

That,  a  Patron  fuppos’d,  we  may  fairly  agree. 

Such  a  Saint  is  the  Perfon,  whoever  it  be. 

Now  with  Mary,  and  Peter,  when  Monarchs  were 
crown’d, 

There  is  only  a  Sanctus  Gregorius  found; 

And  his  Title- - Anglorum  Apostolus — —too; 

"With  which  a  St.  George  can  have  nothing  to  do: 
While  Scotland ,  and  Ireland ,  and  France ,  and  Spain  claims 
A  St.  Andrew,  St.  Patric,  St.  Denys,  St.  James, 

Both  Apoftle,  and  Patron- - -for  Saint  fo  unknown 

Why  fhould  England  reject  an  Apoftle  her  own  ? 

This,  my  Lord,  is  the  Matter- - the  plain  ft m pie  Rhimes 

Lay  no  Fault,  you  perceive,  upon  Proteftant  Times: 


I 


(  .i°4  ) 

I  impute  the  Miftake,  if  it  fhould  be  one,  folely 
To  the  Pontifs  fucceeding,  who  chriften’d  Wars  holy^ 

To  Monarchs,  who  madding  around  their  round  Tables, 
Prefer’d,  to  Converiion,  cheir  Fighting,  and  Fables: 
When  Soldiers  were  many,  good  Chriftians  but  few, 

St.  George  was  advanc’d  to  St.  Gregory’s  Due, 

One  may  be  miftaken - and  therefore  would  beg 

That  a  Wtllis,  a  Stukeley ,  an  Ames ,  or  a  Pegge, 

In  lhort,  that  your  Lordfhip,  and  all  the  fam’d  Set 
Who  are,  under  your  Aufpices,  happily  met. 

In  perfect  good  Humour- - which  you  can  infpire, 

As  I  know  by  Experience - would  pleafe  to  enquire. 

To  fearch  this  one  Queftion,  and  fettle,  I  hope. 

Was  Old  England’s  Old  Patron  a  Knight,  or 
a  Pope  ? 


i 


ON 


O  N 

Specious  and  Superficial  WRITERS. 

H  OW  rare  the  Cafe,  tho*  common  the  Pretence, 

To  write  on  Subjects  from  a  real  Senfel 
’Tis  many  a  celebrated  Author’s  Fate, 

To  print  Eftuflons,  juft  as  Parrots  prate: 

He  moulds  a  Matter,  that  he  once  was  taught. 

In  various  fhapes,  and  thinks  it  to  be  Thought. 

Words,  at  Command,  he  marfhals  in  Array, 

And  proves  whatever  he  is  pleas’d  to  fay; 

While  Learning,  like  a  Torrent,  pours  along, 

And  fweeps  away  the  Subject,  right  or  wrong: 

One  follows,  for  a  while,  a  rolling  Theme, 

Tofs’t  in  the  middle  of  the  rapid  Stream; 

Till,  out  of  Sight,  with  like  impetuous  Force, 

T  orn  from  its  Roots,  another  takes  the  Courfe; 

While  Froth  and  Bubble  glaze  the  flowing  Mud, 

And  the  Man  thinks  all  clear  and  underftood  : 

A  fhining  Surface,  and  a  tranflent  View, 

Makes  the  flight-witted  Reader  think  fo  too : 

It  entertains  him,  and  the  Book  is  bought, 

R.ead,  and  admir’d,  without  Expence  ot  Thought: 

No  Tax  impos’d  upon  his  Wits,  his  Cafh 
Paid  without  Scruple,  he  enjoys  the  Trafh, 


O 


THE 


THE 

Paffive  Participle’s  Petition, 

TO  THE' 

$  '  ..  ..  .  >  ,  t  \  t  .  *k 

Printer  of  the  Gentleman’s  Magazine. 

-> 

I^JRBAN,  or  Sylvan,  or  whatever  Name 

Delight  thee  moft,  thou  for em oft  in  the  Fame 
Of  Magazining  Chiefs,  whofe  rival  Page 
With  monthly  Medley  courts  the  curious  Age ; 

Hear  a  poor  paflive  Participle  s  Cafe, 

And,  if  thou  can’ft,  reftore  me  to  my  Place. 

<• v  -  -  t  *  *  . 

»  \  ■  +  S.  •  •  .  ■’  •  v  1  i  *  ■ 

sTill  juft  of  late,  good  Englifh  has  thought  fit 
To  call  me  written,  or  to  call  me  writ  ; 

But  what  is  writ,  or  written,  by  the  Vote 
Of  Writers  now,  hereafter  muft  be  wrote  : 

And  what  is  fpoken  too,  hereafter  [poke  ; 

And  Meafures  never  to  be  broken,  broke . 

I  never  could  be  driven,  but,  in  fpite 
Of  Grammar,  they  have  drove  me  from  my  Right, 

None  could  have  rifen  to  become  my  Foes; 

But  what  a  World  of  Enemies  have  rofe! 

Who  have  not  gone,  but  they  have  went  about. 

And,  torn  as  I  have  been,  have  tore  me  out. 


Paffive 


(  107  ) 

Paflive  I  am,  and  would  be,  and  implore 
That  fuch  Abufe  may  be  henceforth  forbore , 

If  not  forborn ,  for,  by  all  Spelling  Book, 

If  not  miftaken ,  they  are  all  miflook: 

And,  in  plain  Englilh,  it  had  been  as  well 

If  what  has  fall'n  upon  me,  had  not  fell . 

:  vs'.-.  y;  - ■  •  . 

r  ^  *  <  i 

Since  this  Attack  upon  me  has  began. 

Who  knows  what  Lengths  in  Language  may  be  ran  P 
For  if  it  once  be  grew  into  a  Law, 

You’ll  fee  fuch  Work  as  never  has  been  Jaw  ; 

Part  of  our  Speech,  and  Senfe,  perhaps,  belide. 
Shakes  when  I’m  Jhook ,  and  dies  when  I  am  di'd. 

h  *  f  -  f  r  -  ,  -  ■  *  ^  > 

t  -  ,  -  -  .  -  V.  •  ‘  »  >  *  '  ■  '  ' 

'  t  \  t 

Then  let  the  prseter,  and  imperfect  Tenfe 
Of  my  own  Words  to  me  remit  the  Senfe: 

Or,  fince  we  two  are  oft  enough  agreed, 

Let  all  the  learned  take  fome  better  heed ; 

And  leave  the  vulgar  to  confound  the  due 
Of  Praeter  Tenfe,  and  Participle  too. 


O  2 
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THE  ■  | 

BEAU  and  the  BEDLAMITE. 

*  '*'<•  •  ■-■  f  C  •  .  .  ..  :  ‘  .i  •  .  »  •  •  ■  -  •  .«.  .'  . .  i  >  ,  ;  J 

^^Patient  In  Bedlam,  that  did  pretty  well, 

Was  permitted  fometimes  to  go  out  of  his  Cell: 

One  Day,  when  they  gave  him  that  Freedom,  he  fpi’d 
A  beauifh  young  Spark  with  a  Sword  by  his  Side ; 

With  an  huge  Silver  Hilt,  and  a  Scabbard  for  Steel, 

That  fwung  at  due  Length,  from  his  Hip  to  his  Heel, 

When  he  faw  him  advance  on  the  Gallery  Ground, 
The  Bedlamite  ran,  and  furvey’d  him  all  round ; 

While  a  Waiter  fuppreft  the  young  Captain’s  Alarm, 
With — — t(  Tou.  need  not  to  fear  Sir,  he'll  do  you  no  Harm 

At  the  lafl  he  broke  out - -Aye,  a  very  fine  Show ! 

May  I  alk  him  one  Queftion  ?— — -What’s  that  ?  faid  the 
Beau— ■ 

Pray  what  is  that  long,  dangling,  cumberfome  Thing, 
That  you  feem  to  be  ti’d  to  with  Ribband  and  String  — 

Why,  that  is  my  Sword - -and  what  is  it  to  do  ?— 

Kill  my  Enemies,  Mafter,  by  running  them  thro’ 

Kill  your  Enemies! — — -Kill  a  Fool’s  Head  of  your  own; 
'They'll  die  of  tbemfctvss ,  if  you'll  let  them  alone . 


AN 


A  N 

Anfwer  to  the  following  Letter, 

R  E  QJU  E  S  T  I  N  G 

The  Author’s  Solution  of  a  REBUS, 
Commonly  afcribed  to  Lord  Chefterfield, 

Good  Mr.  Diaphanus, 

I  have  a  very  great  Opinion  of  your  Ingenuity,  and  I 
know  you  love  to  employ  it:  If  you’ll  not  think  the  afk- 
ing  the  Favour  to  unravel  the  following  Rebus,  too  great 
an  Impertinence,  you  will  by  the  Difcovery,  very  much 
oblige  Your  Friend, 

Chefter,  And  mod  obedient  Servant, 

March  22,  1765.  A  P  H  A  N  U  S. 

You’ll  pleafe  to  direct  to  your  old  Ac¬ 
quaintance  Benj.  N  — — — s. 

The  REBUS. 

npHE  noble  ft:  Object  in  the  Works  of  Art, 

The  brighteft  Scene  that  Nature  can  impart. 

The  well-known  Signal  in  the  time  of  Peace, 

The  Point  efiential  in  the  Tenant’s  Leafe, 

The  Farmer’s  Comfort  when  he  holds  the  Plough, 

A  Soldier’s  Duty  and  the  Lover’s  Vow, 


A  Contract 


(  no  ) 

A  Contract  made  before  the  Nuptial  Tye, 

A  Bleffing  Riches  never  can  fupply, 

A  Spot  that  adds  new  Charms  to  pretty  Faces, 

An  Engine  us’d  in  fundamental  Cafes, 

A  Planet  feen  between  the  Earth  and  Sun, 

A  Prize  which  Merit  never  yet  has  won, 

A  Lofs  which  Prudence  feldom  can  retrieve, 

The  Death  of  Judas  and  the  Fault  of  Eve, 

A  Part  between  the  Ancle  and  the  Knee, 

A  Patriot’s  Toaft,  and  a  Phylician’s  Fee, 

A  Wife’s  Ambition,  and  a  Parfon’s  Dues, 

A  Mifer’s  Idol  and  the  Badge  of  Jews. 

If  now  your  happy  Genius  can  divine 
The  Correfpondent  Words  to  every  Line, 

By  the  firft  Letters  will  be  plainly  found 
An  ancient  City  that  is  much  renown’d. 

The  ANSWER. 

p  AU  CIS,  Friend  Aphanus,  abhinc  Diebus, 

With  no  fmall  Pleafure,  I  receiv’d  a  Rebus*. 

Not  that  the  Rebus  gave  it,  underhand, 

But  old  Acquaintance  Benjamin’s  own  Hand; 

For  all  the  Bleffings  due  to  mortal  Men, 

Rebus  in  omnibus ,  I  with  to  Ben. 

At  his  Requeft  I  fought  for  ancient  City, 

That  lay  conceal’d  in  cabaliftic  Ditty; 

So  did  we  all— -for,  when  his  Letter  came, 

Some  Friends  were  chair’d  around  the  focal  Flame ; 


But 


(  III  ) 

But  Rebus  out  not  one  of  all  could  make  ; 

Diaphanus  himfelf  was  quite  opake , 

Tho’  pleas’d  with  pleafing,  when  he  can  do  fb. 

His  Ingenuity  he  loves  to  fhow; 

If  fuch  a  Thing  falls  out  to  be  his  Lot; 

He  is  as  free  to  own  when  it  does  not: 

Here  he  had  none,  nor  any  Succedaneum , 

That  could  difeover  this  fame  Herculaneum. 

Altho1  it  feem’d  to  afk,  when  it  appear’d, 

No  great  Herculean  Labour  to  be  clear’d ; 

So  many  different  Wits  at  work,  no  doubt, 

The  City’s  Name  would  quickly  be  found  out; 

But,  notwithftanding  variorum  Lefiure, 

The  Name  lay  fnug  without  the  lead:  Detefhire* 

You  ftand  intitl’d,  hereupon,  to  laugh 
At  haplefs  Genius  in  your  Friend  Diapb . 

But  in  excufe  for  what  he  muff  confefs. 

Nor  Men,  nor  even  Ladies  here  could  guefs; 

To  Variorum  feen,  or  Variarum , 

No  more  of  ancient  City  than  old  Sarum. 

One  Thing,  however,  rofe  from  this  Occafion, 

It  put  an  End  to  Fears  of  French  Invaiion ; 

And  Wits,  quite  frighten’d  out  of  Dames,  and  Men, 
When  Ptebus  came,  came  into  ’em  again: 

Tho’  little  {kill’d  to  judge  of  either  Matter, 

Yet  the  more  plealing  Puzzle  was  the  latter. 


You'll 


(  ) 

You’ll  think,  Pm  thinking,  upon  fecond  Thought* 
That,  tho’  we  mill  of  City  that  was  fought, 

We  might  have  told  you  fomewbat  of  the  Gueffes 
Of  lucklefs  Neighbours,  and  of  Neighboureffes  ; 

So  let  us  try  to  give  you  juft  an  hem; 

For  it  would  take  a  Volume  to  recite  ’em. 

I  can’t  divine,  faid  Chloe ,  for  my  Part, 

What  the  Man  means  by  n&bleji  Work  of  Art — - 
From  Clock  to  Temple,  Pyramid,  and  Ship, 

And  twenty  different  Handyworks  you  ikip; 

Now,  I  dare  fay,  when  all  your  Votes  are  paft. 

City,  or  Work - tis  Drejden  at  the  laft. 

Nor  I,  faid  Phillip  what  the  Man  can  mean 

By  his  next  Flint  of— - Nature's  brightejl  Scene ■ — — 

Amongft  fo  many  of  her  Scenes,  fo  bright, 

Who  can  devife  which  of  ’em  is  the  right  ? 

To  name  a  Word  where  brighteft  Scene  muft  lie. 

And  fpeak  my  own  Opinion,  Sirs, — —  ’ tis  Eye. 

Peace ,  faid  a  Third,  of  I  forget  what  Sex, 

Has  well  known  Signal  that  may  well  perplex; 

It  fhould  be  Olive-Branch,  to  be  well  known, 

But  Rebus,  unconfin’d  to  that  alone. 

May  mean  Abundance,  Plenty,  Riches,  Trade — — - 
Who  knows  the  Signal  that  is  here  difplay’d  \ 

Thus  they  went  on. — —but,  tho’  I  ftir  its  Embers, 
It  is  not  much  that  Memory  remembers ; 


Two 


(  H3  ) 

Two  Ladies  had  a  long  difputing  Match, 

Whether  Charm-adding  Spot  was  Mole  or  Patch ; 

While  none  would  venture  to  decide  the  Vole~— 

One  had  a  Patch  and  t’other  had  a  Mole, 

So  Wife's  Ambition  made  a  parted  School; 

Some  laid - to pleafe  her  Hulband - fome,  to  rul* — - 

On  this  moot  point  too  Rebus  would  create. 

As  you  may  guefs,  a  pretty  fmart  Debate; 

’Till  one  propos’d  to  end  it  thus,  with  Eafe; 

The  only  way  to  rule  him— - is  to  pleafe , 

Hold!  I  forgot— - One  faid,  a  Parfon's  Dues 

Was  the  fame  Thing  with  rhiming  Badge  of  Jews, 

And  Tithe  was  it - but  Corn,  or  Pig,  or  Goofe ; 

What  Earth,  or  Animals  of  Earth  produce, 

From  Calf  and  Lamb,  to  Turnip  and  Potatoe, 

Might  be  the  Word - which  he  had  nought  to  fay  to. 

Made  for  Excufe,  you  fee,  upon  the  whole, 

The  too  great  Number  of  the  Words,  that  poll 
For  Correfpondency  to  ev’ry  Line; 

And  make  the  meant  one  tedious  to  divine: 

But  we  fufpe£l  that  other  Points  ambiguous, 

And  eke  unfair,  contribute  to  fatigue  us. 

For  firft,  with  due  Subroiflion  to  our  Betters, 

What  ancient  City  could  have  eighteen  Letters  ? 

Or  more  ? - for,  in  the  latter  Lines,  the  Clue 

May  have  one  correfpondent  Word,  or  two: 

P 


Clue 


(  "4  ) 

Clue  fhould  have  laid,  if  only  one  occurr’d, 

Not  correfpondent  Words  to  each,  but  Word. 

From  fome  Sufpicions  of  a  Bite,  we  guefs 
The  Number  of  the  Letters  to  be  lefs ; 

And,  from  Exprefiion  of  a  certain  Gaft, 

Some  Joke,  unequal  to  the  Pains  at  laft: 

Could  you  have  faid  that  all  was  right,  and  clever. 
We  Ihould  have  try’d  more  fortunate  Endeavour. 

It  Jhould  contain ,  Jhould  this  fame  Jeu  DE  Mots, 
Clean-pointed  Turn ,  Jhort ,  fair ,  and  A  Prop  os; 

Wit  without  Straining;  Neainef  without  Starch ; 
Hinted ,  tho *  bid ;  and  decent ,  thd>  ’lis  arch  ; 

No  vile  Idea  Jhould  difgrace  a  Rebus — - — — 

Sic  dicunt  Musje,  sic  edic.it  Phibus. 

This,  Aphanus ,  tho’  fhort  of  Satisfaction, 

Is  what  Account  occurs  of  the  TranfaCtion, 
Impertinent  enough- — — but  you’ll  excufe 
What  your  own  Poftcript  half  enjoin’d  the  Mufe; 
She,  when  fhe  took  the  fudden  Tajk  upon  her , 

Believe  me,  did  it  to  oblige  your  Honour . 


THOUGHTS 


T 


H  O  U  G  H  T  S 


On  Rhime  and  Blank  Verfe. 


WHAT  a  deal  of  impertinent  Stuff*,  at  this  Time, 
Comes  out  about  Verfes  in  Blank  or  in  Rhime  ! 
To  determine  their  Merits  by  critical  Profe, 

And  treat  the  two  Parties,  as  if  they  were  Foes  ! — —— 
It’s  allotting  fo  gravely,  to  fettle  their  Rank, 

All  the  Bondage  to  Rhime,  all  the  Freedom  to  Blank, 
Flas  provok’d  a  few  Rhimes  to  ffep  forth,  and  reprefs 
The  pedantical  Whim,  grown  to  fuch  an  excefs  : 


Not  to  hinder  the  Dupes  of  this  fanciful  Wit 
From  retailing  its  Maxims,  whene’er  they  think  fit; 

But  to  caution  young  Bards,  if  in  danger  to  wafte 
Any  Genius  for  Verfe  on  fo  partial  a  Taffe  : 

That  (allowing  to  Blank  all  the  real  Pretence 
To  what  Freedom  it  has)  if  fupported  by  Senfe, 

For  Words  without  any,  they  may  not  negledf 
Of  as  free  flowing  Rhime  the  delightful  ErFedt, 

Here  are  two  fpecial  Terms  which  the  Sophifters  mingle, 
To  be  Sauce  for  the  reft,  to  wit,  Fetters,  and  Jingle; 
And,  becaufe  a  weak  Writer  may  chance  to  expofe 
Very  ill-chofen  Words  to  fuch  Phrafes  as  thofe, 

P  2 


The 
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The  unthinking  Refiefters  lit  down  to  their  Rote, 

And  pronounce  againft  Rhime  th’  undiftinguifhing  Votes 
Sole  Original  this,  in  the  petulant  School, 

Of  its  idle  Objections  to  Metie,  and  Rmle. 

For  to  what  other  Fetters  are  Verfes  confin’d, 

Whether  made  up  of  blank,  or  of  metrical  Kind  ? 

If  a  Man  has  not  Talte  for  poetical  Lines, 

Can’t  he  let  them  alone  ;  and  fay  what  he  defigns, 

Upon  fome  other  Points,  in  his  unfetter’d  Way  ; 

And  contemn,  if  he  will,  all  numerical  Lay  ? 

But  the  Fafhion,  forfooth,  mult  affect  the  Sublime, 

The  Grand,  the  Pathetic,  and  rail  againft  Rhime. 

Blank  Verfe  is  the  Thing - tho’,  whoever  tries  both. 

Will  find  of  its  Fetters  a  plentiful  Growth ; 

Many  Chains  to  be  needful  to  meafure  his  Ground, 

And  keep  the  Sublime  within  requifite  Bound : 

If  a  laudable  Product  in  Rhime  fhould,  perhaps. 

Extort  an  Applaufe  from  thefe  exquifite  Chaps, 

They  exprefs  it  fo  fhily,  for  fear  of  a  Fetter- — — 

Had  the  Rhime  been  negleffed,  it  would  have  been  better — 

And  fo  they  begin  with  their  Jingle  (or  Rattle, 

As  fome  of  them  call  it)  the  delicate  Battle  ; 

The  Senfe  muft  be  cramp’d,  they  cry  out,  to  be  fure, 

By  the  Nature  of  Rhime,  and  be  render’d  obfeure  ; 

As  if  Blank,  by  its  Grandeur,  and  magnifi’d  Paufe, 

Was  fecure  in  its  Freedom  from  any  inch  Flaws ; 


Tho’ 


(  i  *7  ) 

Tho’  fo  apt,  in  bad  Hands,  to  give  Readers  Offence, 

By  the  rattling  of  Sound,  and  the  darknefs  of  Senfe. 

All  the  Arguments  form’d,  as  they  profe  it  along, 

And  twift  them  and  twine,  againft  metrical  Song, 
Prefuppofe  the  poor  Maker  to  be  but  a  Dunce  ; 

For,  if  that  be  not  true,  they  all  vanifh  at  once: 

If  it  be,  what  Advantage  has  Blank  in  the  Cafe, 

From  counting  bad  Verfes  by  Unit,  or  Brace? 

Nothing  elfe  can  refult  from  the  critical  Rout, 

But, - A  Blockhead’s  a  Blockhead,  with  Rhime,  or 

without. 

It  came,  as  they  tell  us,  from  ignorant  Moors, 

And  by  Growth  of  fine  Tafte  will  be  turn’d  out  o’Doors: 
Two  infipid  Conceits,  at  a  Venture  entwin’d, 

And  void  of  all  Proof  both  before  and  behind: 

Too  old  its  Pieception,  to  tell  of  its  Age; 

Its  Downfall,  if  Tafte  could  but  fairly  prefage, 

When  the  Bees  of  the  Country  make  Honey  no  more. 
Will  then  certainly  come - not  a  Moment  before. 

Till  then  it  will  reign,  and  while,  here  and  there  fpread. 
Blank  Verfe,  like  an  Aloe,  rears  up  its  Head; 

And,  frefh  from  the  Hot  houfe,  fuccefsfully  tow’rs 
To  make  People  ftare  at  the  Height  of  its  Flow’rs; 

The  Variety,  Sweetnefs,  and  Smoothnefs  of  Rhime 
Will  fiourifh,  bedeck’d,  by  its  natural  Clime, 

'With  numberlefs  Beauties;  and  frequentlv  fhoot. 

If  cherifti’d  aright,  into  Bloffom  and  Fruit. 


But 
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But  fluffing  their  Heads,  in  thefe  claffical  Days, 

Full  of  Homer ,  and  Virgil ,  and  Horace ,  and  Plays ; 

And  finding  that  Rhime  is  in  none  of  the  four, 

5Tis  enough,  the  Finetafters  have  gotten  their  Lore : 

And  away  they  run  on  with  their  Words  in  a  String, 
Which  they  throw  up  at  Rhime  with  a  finical  Fling; 

But  to  reach  its  full  Sweetnefs  nor  willing,  nor  able, 
They  talk  about  Tafte,  like  the  Fox  in  the  Fable. 

To  the  Praife  of  old  Metre  it  quitted  the  Stage, 

In  Abhorrence  of  tragical  Ranting  and  Rage; 

Which  with  Heights,  and  with  Depths  of  DiftrefTes  enrich’d, 
Verfe  and  Profe,  Art  and  Nature,  and  Morals  bewitch’d; 
All  the  native  Agreements  of  Language  difgrac’d, 

That  theatrical  Pomp  might  intoxicate  Tafte; 

Still  retaining  poor  Blank,  in  its  Fetters  held  faft, 

To  bemoan  its  hard  Fate  in  romantic  Bombaft. 

*Tis  the  Subjeff,  in  fine,  in  the  Matter  of  Song, 

That  makes  a  blank  Verfe,  or  a  Rhime  to  be  wrong : 

If  unjuft,  or  improper,  unchafte  or  prophane, 

It  difgraces  alike  all  poetical  Strain : 

If  not,  the  Poffieftor  of  tunable  Skill 
Unfetter’d,  unjingled,  may  take  which  he  will; 

Any  Plan,  to  which  Freedom  and  Judgment  impeL - - 

All  the  Bus’nefs  he  knows,  is  to  execute  well. 
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Sc.  PHILIP  N  E  R  I 

AND  THE 


Y  O  U  T  H. 

gT.  Philip  Neri ,  as  old  Readings  fay, 

Met  a  young  Stranger  in  Rome's  Streets  one  Day; 
And,  being  ever  courteoufly  inclin’d 
To  give  young  Folks  a  fober  Turn  of  Mind, 

He  fell  into  Difcourfe  with  him;  and  thus 
The  Dialogue  they  held  comes  down  to  us. 


St.  Tell  me  what  brings  you,  gentle  Youth,  to  Rome? 

T.  To  make  myfelf  a  Scholar,  Sir,  I  come. 

St.  And,  when  you  are  one,  what  do  you  intend? 
r.  To  be  a  Priefi,  I  hope,  Sir,  in  the  End. 

St.  Suppofe  it  fo' - what  have  you  next  in  view? 

T.  That  I  may  get  to  be  a  Canon  too. 

St.  Well;  and  how  then? 

T.  Why  then,  for  aught  I  know, 

I  may  be  made  a  Bifhop. 

St.  Be  it  fo- - 

What  then  ? 


T.  Why,  Cardinal's  a  high  degree  — 

And  yet  my  Lot  it  poffibly  may  be. 

St. 


Si.  Suppofc  it  was 
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wliat  then  ? 

T.  Why,  who  can  fay 
But  I’ve  a  Chance  for  being  Pope  one  Day? 

St.  Well,  having  worn  the  Mitre,  and  red  Hat, 

And  triple  Crown,  what  follows  after  that? 

T.  Nay,  there  is  Nothing  further,  to  be  fure, 

Upon  this  Earth,  that  Wifhing  can  procure : 

When  I’ve  enjoy’d  a  Dignity  fo  high, 

As  long  as  God  fhall  pleafe,  then - -I  mu J}  die 

St.  What !  mu  ft  you  die  ?  fond  Youth  !  and  at  the  beft 
But  nuijh  and  hope,  and  may  be  all  the  reft  ? 

Take  my  Advice^ - whatever  may  betide, 

For  that  which  muft  be,  firft  of  all  provide ; 

Then  think  of  that  which  may  be ;  and  indeed. 

When  well  prepar’d,  who  knows  what  may  fucceed  ? 

But  you  may  be,  as  you  are  pleas’d  to  hope, 

Prieft,  Canon ,  Bijhop,  Cardinal,  and  Pope. 


ADVICE 


ADVICE 

T  O  T  H  E 

Rev,  MefTrs.  H— -  and  H— - 

To  PREACH  SLOW. 

pRETHREN,  this  comes  to  let  you  know 
That  I  would  have  you  to  preach  flow  ; 

To  give  the  Words  of  a  Difcourfe 
Their  proper  Time,  and  Life,  and  Force  ; 

To  urge  what  you  think  fit  to  fay. 

In  a  fedate,  pathetic  Way; 

Grave  and  delib’rate,  as  tis  fit 
To  comment  upon  holy  Writ. 

Many  a  good  Sermon  gives  Diftafte, 

Ty  being  fpoke  in  too  much  Haftc  ; 

Which,  had  it  been  pronounc’d  with  Leifure* 

Would  have  been  liften’d  to  with  Pleafure; 

And  thus  the  Preacher  often  gains 
His  Labour  only  for  his  Pams; 

As  (if  you  doubt  it)  may  appear 
From  ev’ry  Sunday  in  the  Year. 

For  how  indeed  can  one  expeffc 
The  beft  Difcourfe  fhou’d  take  Effe&> 

Q 


t.Tnlels 
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Unlefs  the  Maker  thinks  it  worth 
Some  Care  and  Pains  to  fet  it  forth  ? 

What !  does  he  think  the  Pains,  he  took 
To  write  it  fairly  in  a  Book, 

Will  do  the  Bus’nefs  ?  not  a  Bit— 

It  mu  ft  be  fpoke  as  well  as  writ. 

What  is  a  Sermon,  good  or  bad. 

If  a  Man  reads  it  like  a  Lad  ? 

To  hear  fome  People,  when  they  preach* 
How  they  run  o’er  all  Parts  of  Speech, 
And  neither  raife  a  W ord,  nor  link, 

Our  learned  Bifhops,  one  wou’d  think. 
Had  taken  School-boys  from  the  Rod, 

To  make  Embaffadors  of  God. 

So  perfect  is  the  Chriftian  Scheme, 

He  that  from  thence  fhall  take  his  Theme, 
And  Time  to  have  it  underftood. 

His  Sermon  cannot  but  be  good: 

If  he  will  needs  be  preaching  Stuff, 

No  Time  indeed  is  ihort  enough  ; 

E'en  let  him  read  it  like  a  Letter, 

The  fooner  it  is  done,  the  better. 

But  for  a  Man  that  has  a  Head, 

Like  yours  or  mine,  Pd  like  to  have  faid, 
That  can  upon  Occafton  raife 
A  juft  Remark,  a  proper  Phrafe ; 


For 


(  I23  ) 


For  fuch  a  one  to  run  along. 

Tumbling  his  Accents  o’er  his  Tongue, 
Shows  only  that  a  Man,  at  once. 

May  be  a  Scholar  and  a  Dunce. 

In  point  of  Sermons,  ’tis  confeft, 

Our  Englifh  Clergy  make  the  belt: 

But  this  appears,  we  muft  confefs. 

Not  from  the  Pufpii ,  but  the  Prefs : 

They  manage,  with  disjointed  Skill, 

The  Matter  well,  the  Manner  ill; 

And,  what  feems  Paradox  at  firft. 

They  make  the  beft,  and  preach  the  worft, 

Wou’d  they  but  fpeak  as  well  as  write. 
Both  Excellencies  wou’d  unite. 

The  outward  Action  being  taught. 

To  fhew  the  Strength  of  inward  Thought : 
Now,  to  do  this,  our  Short-hand  School 
Lays  down  this  plain  and  general  P^ule, 

Take  Time  enough - - all  other  Graces 

Will  foon  fill  up  their  proper  Places. 


0.2 


Ta 


To  the  SAME, 


O  N 


PREACHING  EXTEMPORE. 
’’HE  Hint  I  gave,  fometime  ago, 


Brethren,  about  your  preaching  flow. 
You  took,  it  Teems;  and  thereupon 
Could  make  too  Sermons  out  of  one  : 
Now  this  Regard  to  former  Lines, 

Paid  fo  fuccefsfully,  inclines 
To  fend  Advice  the  fecond  Part : 

Try  if  you  cannot  preach  hy  Heart——* 

Be  not  alarm’d,  as  if  Regard 
To  this  would  prove  fo  very  hard  ; 

The  firft  Admonifhment  you  fear’d 
Would  fo  turn  out,  ’till  it  appear’d 
That  Cuftom,  only,  made  to  feem 
So  difficult  in  your  Efteem, 

What,  upon  Trial,  now  procures 
Your  Hearers  Eafe,  and  alfo  yours. 


Do  but  conlider  how  the  Cafe 
Now  Rands  in  fadl,  in  ev’ry  Place, 


All 


All  Chriftendom  almoft,  around, 

Except  on  our  reformed  Ground  : 

The  greateft  Part,  untaught  to  brook 
A  Preacher’s  reading  from  a  Book, 
Would  fcarce  advance  within  his  reach. 
Or,  then,  acknowledge  him  to  preach. 

Long  after  preaching  fir  ft  began, 

How  unconceiv’d  a  reading  Plan  ! 

The  rife  of  which,  whatever  Date 
May  be  afiign’d  to  it,  is  late  : 

From  all  Antiquity  remote 
The  manufcriptal  reading  R.ote  : 

No  Need,  no  Reafon  prompted,  then, 
The  Pulpit  to  coniult  the  Pen. 

However  well  prepar’d  before, 

By  pond’ring,  or  by  writing  o’er 
What  he  fhould  lay,  ft  ill  it  was  said 
By  him  that  preach’d;  it  was  not  read 
Could  ancient  Memory,  then,  better 
Forbear  the  poring  o’er  the  Letter, 
Brethren,  than  yours?  if  you’ll  but  try 
That  Fa  (ft  1*11  venture  to  deny. 

Moderns,  of  late,  give  Proofs  enoo 
(Too  many,  as  it  feems  to  you) 

That  Matters  of  religious  Kind, 

Stor’d  up  within  the  thoughtful  Mind, 
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With  any  Care  and  Caution  ftor’d. 
Sufficient  Utterance  afford, 

To  tell  an  Audience  what  they  think, 
Without  the  Help  of  Pen  and  Ink. 

How  apt  to  think  too,  is  the  Throng, 
A  Preacher  fhort,  a  Reader  long  ! 
Claiming,  itfelf,  to  be  the  Book 
That  fhouid  attrafl  a  Pallor’s  Look  : 

If  you  lament  a  carelefs  Age 
Averfe  to  hear  the  Pulpit  Page, 

Speak  from  within,  not  from  without. 
And  Pleart  to  Heart  will  turn  about. 

Try  it ;  and  if  you  can’t  fucceed, 
?Twill  then  be  right  for  you  to  read; 
Altho*  the  Pleart,  if  that’s  your  choice. 
Muff  Hill  accompany  the  Voice ; 

And  tho’  you  iliould  fucceed,  and  take 
The  Hint,  you  muff  not,  merely,  make 
Preaching  extempore  the  View, 

But  ex  PEternitate  too. 


ON 


O  N 

Clergymen  preaching  POLITICS. 


To 


JNDEED,  Sir  Peter ,  I  could  wilh,  I  own, 

That  Parfons  would  let  Politics  alone; 

Plead,  if  they  will,  the  cuftomary  Plea, 

For  fuch  like  Talk,  when  o’er  a  Difii  of  Tea  : 

But  when  they  teaze  us  with  it  from  the  Pulpit, 

I  own,  Sir  Peter ,  that  1  cannot  gulp  it. 

If  on  their  Rules  a  JuJlice  fhould  intrench, 

And  preach,  fuppofe,  a  Sermon,  from  the  Bench* 
Would  you  not  think  your  Brother  Magiftrate 
Was  touch’d  a  little  in  his  hinder  Pate  ? 

Now  which  is  worfe.  Sir  Peter ,  on  the  total, 

The  Lay  Vagary,  or  the  Sacerdotal? 

In  ancient  Times,  when  Preachers  preach’d  indeed 
Their  Sermons,  e’re  the  Learned  learnt  to  read. 
Another  Spirit,  and  another  Life, 

Shut  the  Church  Doors  a?ainft  all  Party  flrife  : 

Since  then,  how  often  heard,  from  facred  Rohrums, 
The  lifelels  Din  of  Whig  and  Tory  Nofirums  ! 
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5Tis  wrong,  Sir  Peter ,  I  infill  upon’t  ; 

To  common  Senfe  ’tis  plainly  an  Affront : 

The  Parfon  leaves  the  Cbrijlian  in  the  Larch, 

Whene’er  he  brings  his  Politics  to  Church ; 

His  Cant,  on  either  Side,  if  he  calls  Preaching, 

The  Man’s  wrong-headed,  and  his  Brains  want  Bleaching. 

Recall  the  Time  from  conquering  William's  Reign, 

And  guefs  the  Fruits  of  fuch  a  preaching  Vein: 

How  oft  its  Nonfenfe  muft  have  veer’d  about. 

Juft  as  the  Politics  were  in,  or  out : 

The  Pulpit  govern’d  by  no  Gofpel  Data , 

But  new  Succefs  ftill  mending  old  Errata . 

Were  I  a  King  (God  blefs  me)  I  fliould  hate 
My  Chaplains  meddling  with  Affairs  of  State; 

Nor  would  my  Subjects,  I  fliould  think,  be  fond. 
Whenever  theirs  the  Bible  went  beyond  , 

How  well,  methinks,  we  both  fliould  live  together. 

If  thefe  good  Folks  would  keep  within  their  Tether  ! 


MOSES's 


M'OSES’s  VISIO  N. 

MOSES,  to  whom,  by  a  peculiar  Grace, 

God  fpake  (the  Hebrew  Phrafe  is)  Face  to  Face* 
Call’d  by  an  heav’nly  Voice,  the  Rabbins  fay, 

Afcended  to  a  Mountain’s  Top  one  Day; , 

Where,  in  fome  Points  perplex’d,  his  Mind  was  eas’d* 
And  Doubts,  concerning  Providence,  appeas  d. 

i  V, 

During  the  Colloquy  divine,  fay  they, 

The  Prophet  was  commanded  to  furvey, 

And  mark  what  happen’d  on  the  Plain  below: 

There  he  perceiv’d  a  fine,  clear  Spring  to  flow. 

Juft  at  the  Mountain’s  Foot ;  to  which,  anon* 

A  Soldier,  on  his  Road,  came  riding  on; 

Who,  taking  Notice  of  the  Fountain,  ftopt. 

Alighted,  drank;  and,  in  remounting,  dropt 
A  Purfe  of  Gold ;  but  as  the  precious  Load 
Fell  unfufpe&ed,  he  purfu’d  his  Road : 

Scarce  had  he  gone,  when  a  young  Lad  came  by* 

And,  as  the  Purfe  lay  juft  before  his  Eye, 

He  took  it  up;  and,  finding  its  Content, 

Secur’d  the  Treafure;  and  away  he  went: 

Soon  after  him,  a  poor,  infirm  old  Man, 

With  Age,  and  Travel,  weary  quite,  and  wan, 

Came  to  the  Spring,  to  quench  his  Thirft,  and  drank. 
And  then  fat  down,  to  reft  him,  on  the  Bank: 

R 


There. 
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There  while  he  fat,  the  Soldier,  on  his  Track, 
Miffing  his  Gold,  return’d  directly  back; 

Light  off  his  Horfe,  began  to  fwear,  and  curfe, 
And  alk’d  the  poor  old  Fellow  for  his  Purfes 
He  folemnly  protefted,  o’er  and  o’er, 

With -Hands,  and  Eyes  uplifted,  to  implore 
Heav’ns  Atteftation  to  the  Truth,  that  he 
Nor  Purfe,  nor  Gold,  had  ever  chanc’d  to  fee : 
But  all  in  vain;  the  Man  believ’d  him  not, 

And  drew  his  Sword,  and  ftab’d  him  on  the  Spot. 

Mofes,  with  Horror  and  Amazement  feiz’d. 

Fell  on  his  Face .  -The  Voice  divine  was  pleas’d 

To  give  the  Prophet’s  anxious  Mind  Relief, 

And  thus  prevent  expoftulating  Grief - 

Be  not  furpriz’d;  nor  alk  how  fuch  a  Deed 
The  World’s  juft  Judge  could  fuffer  to  fucceed : 
The  Child  has  caus’d  the  Paffion,  it  is  true, 

That  made  the  Soldier  run  the  old  Man  thro; 

But  know  one  Fa£t,  tho’  never  yet  found  out. 
And  judge  how  that  would  banifli  ev’ry  Doubt — - 
This  fame  old  Man,  thro’  Paffion  once  as  wild, 
Murder’d  the  Father  of  that  very  Child. 


<(> 


O  N 


ON  THE 


AUTHOR’S  COAT  of  ARMS. 

rpHE  Hedge-hog  for  his  Arms,  I  would  fuppofe, 

*  Some  Sire  of  ours,  beloved  Kinsfolk,  chole, 

With  aim  to  hint  Inftruftion  wife,  and  good, 

To  us  Defendants  of  his  Byrom  Blood : 

I  would  infer,  if  you  be  of  this  Mind, 

The  very  Leffon,  that  our  Sire  defign’d. 


He  had  obferv’d  that  Nature  gave  a  Senfe, 

To  ev’ry  Creature,  of  its  own  Defence; 

Down  from  the  Lion,  with  his  tearing  Jaws, 

To  the  poor  Cat,  that  fcratches  with  her  Paws; 

All  fhow’d  their  Force,  when  put  upon  the  Proof, 
Wherein  it  lay,  Teeth,  Talons,  Horn,  or  Hoof. 


Pleas’d  with  the  Porcupine,  whole  native  Art 
Is  faid  to  diftance  Danger  by  his  Dart ; 

To  rout  his  Foes,  before  they  come  too  near. 
From  ev’ry  Hurt  of  clofe  Encounter  clear 
This,  had  not  one  Thing  bated  of  its  Price, 
Had  been  our  worthy  Anceftor  s  Device. 


A  Foe  to  none ;  but  ev’ry  Body’s  Friend  ; 
And  loath,  altho  offended,  to  oftend ; 

He  fought  to  find  an  Inftance,  if  it  cou  , 
Bv  any  Creature’s  Art,  be  underftood, 
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That  might  betoken  Safety,  when  attack’d  ; 

Yet  where  ail  Hurt  fhould  be  a  Foe’s  own  A£l. 

At  iafl  the  Hedge-hog  came  into  his  Thought, 
And  gave  the  perfedl  Emblem,  that  he  fought; 
This  little  Creature,  all  Offence  ahde. 

Rolls  up  itfelf  in  its  own  prickly  Hide, 

When  Danger  comes;  and  they  that  will  abufe 
Do  it  themfelves,  if  their  own  Hurt  enlues. 

Methinks,  I  hear  the  venerable  Sage — — 
Children !  Defendants  all  thro’  ev’ry  Age ! 

Learn,  from  the  prudent  Urchin  in  your  Arms , 
How  to  fecure  yourfelves  from  worldly  Harms ; 

Give  no  Offence ; - to  you  if  others  will. 

Firmly  wrapt  up  within  yourfelves,  be  hill. 

This  Animal  is  giv’n  for  outward  Sign 
Of  inward,  true  Security  divine : 

Sharp,  on  your  Minds,  let  pointed  Virtues  grow, 
That,  without  injuring,  refill  a  Foe ; 

Surround  with  thefe  an  honefl,  harmlefs  Heart, 
And  he,  that  dwells  in  it,  will  take  your  Part. 

Whatever  Ills  your  chriftian  Peace  molefl, 

Turn  to  the  Source  of  Grace,  within  your  Breaft : 
There  lies  your  Safety— — O  that  all  my  Kin 

May  ever  feek  it — — where  ’tis  found- - within! 

That  Soul  no  Ills  can  ever  long  annoy, 

Which  makes  its  God  the  Centre  of  its  joy. 


VERSES 


Intended  to  have  been  Spoken  at  the 

Breaking-up  of  the  Free  Grammar-School 
in  Manchefter,  in  the  Year  1748, 

WHEN 

Lauder's  charge  of  Plagiarifm  upon  Mil- 
ton  engaged  the  publick  Attention. 


The  MASTER’S  S  PE  EC  EL 

I. 

0UR  worthy  Founder,  Gentlemen,  this  Day* 
Orders  the  Youth  an  Hours  poetic  Play: 
Me,  on  its  annual  Return,  to  chufe 
One  hngle  Subject  for  their  various  Mufe: 

That  you  may  fee  how  Fancy  will  create 
Her  difPrent  Image  in  each  Youngfter’s  Pate. 

II. 

Now,  hnce  our  Milton ,  a  renowned  Name, 
Had  been  attack’d  for  healing  into  Fame; 


I  told 
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I  told  sem- - -Lads,  now  be  upon  your  Guard; 

Exert  yourfelves,  and  fave  your  famous  Bard : 

He’s  call’d  a  Plagiary - — ’tis  your’s  to  Ihow 

The  vain  Reproach,  and  fdence  Milton  s  Foe. 

III. 

The  Point,  faid  I,  at  which  ye  now  take  Aim, 
Remember,  as  ye  rhime,  is  Milton’s  Fame ; 

Fame  as  a  Poet  only,  as  attack’t 
For  plund’ring  Verfes- — -—ne’er  conteft  the  Fact; 
Defend  your  Bard,  rho’  granted ;  and  confine 
To  three  times  fix,  at  molt,  your  eager  Line. 

.  IV. 

Then  lend  a  fav’ring  Ear,  whilft  they  rehearfe 
Short,  and  almofl:  extemporary  Verfe: 

A  Thought  work’d  up,  that  came  into  the  Mind, 
With  Rhimes  the  firft,  and  fitted:,  they  could  find. 

Such  was  their  Talk- - the  Boys  have  done  their  belt; 

Take  what  you  like,  Sirs,— - and  excufe  the  refi. 


FIRST  LAD. 

* 

JY^JLTON  purfu’d,  in  Numbers  more  fublime, 
Things  unattemptcd  yet  in  Profe,  or  Rhime  : 
?Tis  faid,— — the  Bard  did  but  pretend  to  foar, 
For  fuch,'— -and  fuch — — attempted  them  before. 


II. 


(  13  5  ) 

II. 


’Tis  now  an  Age  ago  fince  Milton  writ; 

The  reft - are  funk  into  Oblivion’s  Pit: 

A  Critic  diving  to  their  Wrecks,  perhaps, 

Has,  now  and  then,  bro’t  up  fome  loofen’d  Scraps* 

III. 

We’ll  not  difpute  the  Value  of  them  now — — > 
But,  fay  one  Thing  which  Critics  muft  allow; 
Which  all  the  Nations  round  us  will  confefs — — 
Milton  alone - attempted  with  Succefs. 
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SECOND  LAD. 


wHEN  Milton’s  Ghoft  into  Elyftum  came, 
To  mix  with  Claimants  for  poetic  Fame, 
Some  rofe,  the  celebrated  Bard  to  meet; 
Welcom’d,  and  laid  their  Laurels  at  his  Feet. 


II. 


Immortal  Shades,  faid  he,  if  aught  be  due 

To  my  Attempts - -’tis  owing  all  to  you: 

Then  took  the  Laurels,  frefh’ning  from  his  Hand, 
And  crown’d  the  Temples  of  the  facred  Band. 


III. 
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III. 

Others,  in  Crouds,  flood  muttering  behind, 
Who  is  the  Gueft  ?-  • — -He  looks  as  he  were  blind 

O!  this  is  Milton ,  to  be  fure- - the  Man 

That  hole,  from  others,  all  his  rhimeiefs  Plan ; 


IV. 


From  thofe  conceited  Gentlemen,  perchance. 
That  rufh  to  hail  him  with  fuch  Complaifance; 4 

Ay- - that’s  the  Reafon  of  thisTawning  Fufs; 

I  like  him  not— — he  never  hole  from  «/. 


THIRD  LAD. 


/"nRIME  in  a  Poet,  Sirs,  to  fteal  a  Thought? 

^  No,  that  ’tis  not ;  if  it  be  good  for  aught : 

’Tis  lawful  Theft;  ’tis  laudable  to  boot; 

’Tis  want  of  Genius  if  he  does  not  do’t: 

The  Fool  admires— — -the  Man  of  Senfe  alone 

Lights  on  a  happy  Thought - and  makes  it  all  his  own ; 

II. 

Flies,  like  a  Bee,  along  the  Mufes  Field, 

Peeps  in,  and  taftes  what  any  FlowT  can  yield, 

Free,  from  the  various  BlofTom  that  he  meets 
To  pick,  and  cull,  and  carry  Home  the  Sweets; 


While 
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While,  faunt’ring  out,  the  heavy,  ftinglefs  Drone 
Amidft  a  thoufand  Sweets - makes  none  of  ’em  his  own. 
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FOURTH  LAD. 


^^Critic,  once,  to  a  Miltonian,  made 

Of  Milton ’s  Plagiarifms  a  long  Parade ; 

To  prove  his  Work  not  owing  to  his  Genius, 
But  to  Adamus  Exul,  and  Mafenius ; 

That  he  had  ftol’n  the  greater  Part,  by  much. 
Both  of  his  Plan,  and  Matter,  from  the  Dutch  ; 


II. 

His  Abdiel ,  his  fine  Characters,  he  took 
And  heav’nly  Scenes,  from  fuch,  and  fuch  a  Book  ; 
His  hellifh  too  the  fame;  from  fuch  a  one 

He  ftole  his  Pandemonium, - —and  fo  on- - 

Till  Milton's  Friend  cry’d  out,  at  laft,  quite  giddy, 

Poh  !  hold  thy  Tongue - r-he  ftole  the  Devil,  did  he? 


FIFTH  LAD. 


WHEN  Oxford  faw,  in  her  Radclivian  Dome, 

Greek  fkill,  and  Roman  rival’d  here  at  Home; 
Wond’ring  fhe  ftood;  ’till  one  judicious  Spark 
Addrefs’d  the  Crowd,  and  made  this  fage  R.emark- 
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The  mod  unlicenc’d  Plagiary - this  Gibbs —** 

Nothing  in  all  his  Pile,  but  what  he  cribs. 

II. 

The  Ground,  he  builds  upon,  is  not  his  own- 
I  know  the  Quarry  whence  he  had  his  Stone— — 

The  Fored  too  where  all  his  Timber  grow’d - - 

The  Forge  wherein  his  fufed  Metals  flow’d- — — 
In  fhort,  furvey  the  Edifice  intire, 

’Tis  all  a  borrow’d  Work,  from  Bafe  to  Spire. 

III. 

Thus,  with  our  Epic  Architect,  he  deals, 

Who  fays  that  Milton  in  his  Poem  deals : 

Steals,  if  he  will — — but,  without  Licence  ?  no  ; 
Pedlars  in  Verfe,  unmeaningly,  do  fo : 

Him  Phoebus  licenc’d;  and  the  Mufes  Nine 
Help’d  the  rare  Thief  to  raife  up- - a  Design. 


S  I  X  T  H  LAD. 

J  AUDER, — - thy  Authors  Dutch,  and  German , 

There  is  no  need  to  did nterr,  Man : 

To  fearch  the  mould’ring  Anecdote, 

For  Source  of  all  that  Milton  wrote : 

We’ll  own- - from  thefe,  and  many  more, 

The  Bard  enrich’d  his  ample  Store. 


II.  Phoebus 
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II. 

Phoebus  himfelf  could  not  efcape 
The  Tricks  of  this  poetic  Ape ; 
For,  to  complete  his  daring  Vole* 
From  his  enliven’d  Wheels  he  dole, 
P  rometbeus-Yikz,  the  Solar  Ray, 
That  animated  all  his  Clay. 


III. 

Prometheus-Wke,  then,  chain  him  down ; 
Prey  on  his  Vitals  of  Renown ; 

With  critic  Talons,  and  with  Beak, 

Upon  his  Fame  thy  Vengeance  wreak  : 

It  grows  again,  at  ev’ry  Hour, 

Fad  as  the  Vultur  can  devour. 


a. 


SEVENTH  L  A  D. 


I. 


J^ILTONUM,  Vir,  O  facinus  nefarium  ! 

Exagitavit  tanquam  Plagiarium  : 
Miramur,  hanc  qui  protuliflet  Thefin, 

Quid  eflfe,  Momus,  crederet  Poedn. 

Num,  quaefo,  vult  ut,  hac  obdetricante, 
Dicendum  dt  quod  nemo  dixit  ante  ? 

S  2 


II.  o 


*  From  the  French  Word  Volt  figni  Tying  Theft- 
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II. 

O  admirandam  hominis  -verfuti 
Calliditatem,  qua  volebat  uti ! 

Dixiflet  ipfe,  nimitim  fecurus. 

Quod  nemo  dicet  prsefens,  aut  futurus, 
Dum  Felis  ungues  perfequentur  murem* 
Miltonum,  fcilicet5  fuiffe  Furem. 

III. 

Exulent  ergo,  (ejus  ex  EfFatis) 
Quicunque  Nomen  ufurparint  Vatis  ; 
Nullum  vocemus,  prorfus,  ad  Examen 
Eorum  Senfum,  Vim,  aut  Modulamen  ; 
Furantur^  omnes*— habeamus  verum 
Foetam,  exhinc,  unicum  Lauderum  ! 


Mm~x 


A  Dia- 


A  Dialogue  on  Contentment. 

J-  w  HAT  Ills,  dear  Phcbe ,  wou’d  it  not  prevent, 

To  learn  this  one  fhort  Leffon - -be  content ! 

No  very  hard  Prefer iption,  in  effect, 

This  fame  Content;  and  yet,  thro’  its  neglefb, 

What  mighty  Evils  do  we  human  Elves, 

As  Prior  calls  us,  bring  upon  ourfelves  ! 

Evils  that  Nature  never  meant  us  for, 

The  Vacuums,  that  Ihe  really  does  abhor  : 

Of  all  the  Ways  of  judging  Things  amifs, 

No  Inftance  fhows  our  Weaknefs  more  than  this, 
That  Men  on  Earth  won’t  fet  their  Hearts  at  reft, 
When  God  in  Heaven  does  all  Things  for  the  beft : 
What  ftrange,  abfurd  Perverfenefs  ! - 

P.  Hold  good  Brother, 

Don’t  put  yourfeif,  I  pray,  in  fuch  a  Pother  ; 

* 

’Tis  a  fine  Thing  to  be  Content;  why,  true  ; 

’Tis  juft,  and  right,  we  know,  as  well  as  you  ; 

And  yet,  to  be  fo,  after  ail  this  Rout, 

Sometimes  has  puzzled  you  yourfeif,  I  doubt. 

Folks  in  the  Vigour  of  their  Plealth,  and  Strength, 
May  rail  at  Difcontent,  in  Words  at  length; 

Who  yet,  when  difappointed  of  their  Willies, 

Will  put  you  off  with  furly  Humphs,  and  Fifties; 


Let's. 
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LePs  be  content  and  eafy  ■  — gen’ral  Stuff! 

Your  happy  People  are  content  enough  ; 

If  you  wou’d  reaion  to  the  Purpofe,  ftiow, 

How  they  who  are  unhappy  may  be  fo ; 

How  they  who  are  in  Sicknefs,  Want,  or  Pain, 

May  get  their  Health,  Eflate,  and  Eafe  again  : 

Plow  they' - — 

J.  Nay,  Phebe ,  don't  go  on  fo  faff; 

Your  juft  Pvebuke  now  fuits  yourfelf  at  lafl  ; 

Methinks  you  wander  widely  from  the  Fa£i — — — 

’Tis  not  how  you,  or  I,  or  others  a£f. 

That  we  are  talking  of,  but  how  we  fliou’d - - 

A  P».ule,  tho'  ill  obferv’d,  may  ftill  be  good : 

Nor  did  I  fay  that  a  contented  Will  A 

Wou’d  binder  all,  but  many  Sorts  of  Ill: 

This  it  will  do;  and,  give  me  Leave  to  fay, 

Much  leifen  fuch  as  it  can’t  take  away  ;  f 

You  faid  your  felf,  ’twas  juft,  I  think  you  did— 

P .  Yes,  yes;  I  don’t  deny  it  - 

J.  Senfe  forbid 

That  e’er  you  fliou’d;  it’s  Practice  then,  perchance, 

Is  monflrous  hard,  in  many  a  Circumflance— — - 

P  m  Monflrous  ?  whyMonftrous  ?  let  tliatWord  be  barr’d, 
And  I  fhan’t  flick  to  fay,  I  think  it  hard, 

And  very  hard,  nay,  I  cou’d  almofl  add, 

That,  in  feme  Cafes,  ’tis  not.  to  be  had— - 


J .  Not 
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J.  Not  to  be  had  !  Content !  it  cofts  ns  nought; 
’Tis  purchas’d  only  with  a  little  Thought ; 

We  need  not  fetch  it  from  a  diftant  Clime, 

It  may  be  found  at  Home,  at  any  Time; 

Our  very  Cares  contribute  to  its  Growth, 

It  knows  no  Check,  but  voluntary  Sloth  ; 

None  but  our  felves  can  rob  us  of  its  Fruit ; 

It  finds,  whene’er  we  ufe  it,  frefh  Recruit; 

The  more  we  gather,  ftill  the  more  it  thrives, 

Frefh  as  our  Hopes,  and  lading  as  our  Lives: 

Not  to  be  had  is  wrong; — — but  I  forgot, 

You  did  not  fay  quite  abfolutely  not, 

But  cou’d  aimojt  have  faid  fo;  the  aimoft , 

Perhaps,  was  meant  againft  a  florid  Boaft 
Of  fuch  Content  as,  when  a  Tryal  came 
‘Severe  enough,  wou’d  hardly  own  its  Name— 

Pc  Perhaps  it  was,  and  now  your  Fire  is  fpent. 
You  can  reflect,  I  find,  that  this  Content, 

Which  you  are  fond  of  celebrating  fo, 

May,  now  and  then,  be  difficult  to  lhow. 

So  difficult  that— 

J.  Hold  a  bit - or  ten 

To  one  the  Chance,  that  I  fhall  fire  again  ; 

Tis  juft  and  right,  you  own,  as  well  as  me  ; 

Now,  for  my  Part,  I  rather  chufe  to  fee  ' 

The  Eafinefs  of  what  is  juft  and  right, 

Which  makes  it  more  encouraging  to  Sight  ; 


Than 
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Than  fcarecrow  Hardfhips,  that  alrnoft  declare 
Content  an  un  -come-at-able  Affair  ; 

And,  confequently,  tempt  one  to  diftruft, 

Tor  Difficulties,  what  is  right  and  juft: 

Thus  I  objeft  to  Hardship;  if  you  pleafe. 

Show  for  what  Reafon  you  object  to  Eafe-— 

P .  Why,  for  this  Reafon,— — tho’  it  fhou’d  be  true. 
That  what  is  juft  and  right,  is  eafy  too, 

Such  Eafe  is  nothing  of  a  talking  kind. 

But  of  right  Will,  that  likes  to  be  refign’d. 

And  cheriffies  a  Grace  which,  with  regard 
To  the  unpraHis’d,  may  fometimes  be  hard  : 

You  treat  Content  as  if  it  were  a  Weed, 

Of  neither  Coft,  nor  Culture*,  when  indeed. 

It  is  as  fine  a  Flower  as  can  be  found. 

Within  the  Minds  belt  cultivated  Ground ; 

Where,  like  a  Seed,  it  muft  have  light  and  Air 
To  help  its  Growth,  according  to  the  Care 
That  Owners  take,  whole  philofophic  Skill 
Will  much  depend  upon  the  Weather  ftill ; 

Good  ihou’ct  not  make  them  carelefs,  nor  ffiou’d  bad 
Difcourage- - - 

J.  Right,  provided  it  be  had. 

I’ll  not  difpute ;  but  own,  what  you  have  faid 
Has  hit  the  Nail,  dircctlys  on  the  Head  : 

Eafy  or  hard,  all  Pains,  within  our  Pow’r, 

Are  well  beftow’d  on  fiuch  a  charming  Flow’r. 


TOM  the  PORTER. 

S  T om  the  Porter  went  tip  Ludgate-Hil! , 

A  Twinging  Show’r  oblig’d  him  to  hand  hill ; 

So,  in  the  Right-hand  Paflage  thro’  the  Gate, 

Pie  pitch’d  his  Burden  down,  juft  by  the  Grate, 

From  whence  the  doleful  Accent  founds  away, 

<<  Pity— - the  Poor - — — and  Hungry — — — Debtors - pray  j* 

To  the  fame  Garrifon,  from  Paul's  Church-yard, 

An  half-drown’d  Soldier  ran  to  mount  the  Guard  : 

Now  Torn ,  it  Teems,  the  Ludgateer ,  and  he 
"Were  old  Acquaintance,  formerly,  all  three; 

And  as  the  Coaft  was  clear,  by  cloudy  Weather, 

They  quickly  fell  into  Difcourfe  together. 

'Twas  in  December ,  when  the  Highland  Clans 
Had  got  to  Derbyfhire  from  Prejlon  Pans  ; 

And  ftruck  all  London  with  a  general  Panic - — 

But  mark  the  Force  of  Principles  Britannic. 

The  Soldier  told  ’em  freih  the  City  News, 

Juft  piping  hot  from  Stockjobbers ,  and  Jenvs  ; 

Of  French  Fleets  landing,  and  of  Dutch  Neutrality ; 

Of  Jealoufies  at  Court  amongft  the  Quality ; 

Of  Swarfion- Bridge,  that  never  was  pull’d  down  ; 

Of  all  the  Rebels  in  full  March  to  Town ; 

T 


And 
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And  of  a  hundred  Things  befide,  that  made 
Lord  Mav’r  hiinfelf,  and  Aldermen  afraid: 

Painting  with  many  an  Oath  the  Cafe  in  View, 

And  afk’d  the  Porter— — what  he  thought  to  do  ? 

Do  ?  fays  he,  gravely - what  I  did  before  ; 

What  I  have  done  thefe  thirty  Years,  and  more  ; 

Carry,  as  I  am  like  to  do,  my  Pack, 

Glad  to  maintain  my  Belly  by  my  Back ; 

If  that  but  hold,  I  care  not ;  for  my  Part, 

Come  as  come  will,  ’tfhall  never  break  my  Heart ; 

I  don’t  fee  Folks  that  fight  about  their  Thrones, 

Mind  either  Soldiers  Flefih,  or  Porters  Bones  ; 

"Whoe’er  gets  better,  when  the  Battle’s  fought, 

Thy  Pay  nor  mine  will  be  advanc’d  a  Groat- — — 

- But  to  the  Purppfe - now  we  are  met  here, 

I’ll  join,  if  f  will,  for  one  full  Mug  of  Beer. 

The  Soldier,  touch’d  a  little  with  Surprize 
i  o  fee  his  Friend’s  Indifference,  replies— — 

What  you  fay,  Tom,  I  own,  is  very  good, 

But - our  Religion  !  (and  he  d- - n’d  his  Blood) 

"What  will  become  of  our.  Religion  ?- - True  ! 

Says  the  Jail-Bird- - and  of  our  Freedom  too  ? 

If  the  Pretender  (rapt  he  out)  comes  on, 

Our  Liberties  and  Properties  are  gone  ! 

And  fo  the  Soldier  and  the  Pris’ner  join’d 
To  work  up  Tom  into  a  better  Mind ; 

Fie  Baring,  dumb,  with  "Wonder  ft  ruck  and  Pity, 
Took  up  his  Load,  and  trudg’d  into  the  City. 


A  LAN- 


A 


LANCASHIRE  DIALOGUE,* 

Occaftoned  by  a 

Clergyman’s  preaching  without  Notes. 

James. 


wus  yo  at  Church  o’  Sunday  Morning,  John  ? 


John, 


Ay  Jeeams ,  I  wus - and  wou’d  no’  but  ha’  gone 

For  ne’re  fo  mich - what,  wur  no’  yo  theer  then  ? 


James. 

Nou ;  and  I  ha’  no’  mi  ft,  I  know  no’  when. 

John. 

Whoy,  yo  had  e’en  faoo  Luck  on’t. 

T  2  James. 

*  It  is  hoped  that  the  Wit  and  Humour  of  the  following  Dialogues 
will  apologize  for  their  being  prefented  to  the  Publick,  in  a  Stile,  which 
perhaps  may  not  be  very  intelligible,  to  Perfons  who  are  Strangers  to  the 
Lancajbire  Dialed. 


% 


(  MS  ) 

James. 

, .  \ 

So  I  hear, 

3  At  maes  me  afh  ye,  whether  yo  wur  theer. 

They  tell’n  me  that  a  Pairfon  coome,  and  took 
His  Text  bi  Hairt— -and  preacht  withaoot  a  Book. 

John. 

He  did,  for  far  tin-  —and  hauf  freeten’d  mee— — 
And  moor  befoide— but  he  foon  leet  us  fee 
He  wanted  noane. 

James. 

Whoy,  cou’d  he  do  withaoot  f 
John. 

Yoi,  better,  Mon,  bi  hauf,  for  being  baoot. 

It  gan  me  ftch  a  Notion-— — -for  my  Pairt, 

I  think  ’at  au  true  Preaching  is  by  Hairt: 

Sich  as  we  han  I  do  not  meean  to  bleeame, 

But  conno’  cau  it— — fairly — — bi  that  Neeame. 

A  Book  may  do  at  Whooam— for  Laming  feeake. 

But* - -in  a  Pilpit - wheer  a  Mon  fhid  fpeeake. 

And  look  at  th’  Congregation  i’  their  Feeace, 

He  conno’  do’t — —for  Tappers,  in  a  Keeafe: 

He  ta’es  fro’  them  what  he  mun  fay - and  then— 

Juft  looks — —as  if  he  gan  it  ’urn  again. 


It 
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It  is  i’th  Church, - or  one  cou’d  hairdly  tell 

But  he  wur  conning  fummat  to  himfel. 

Monny  a  good  Thing,  theer,  I  ha’  hard  read  oo’er, 

But  never  knew  what  Preeaching  wus  befoor. 

James. 

And  prei  ye,  John>  haoo  done  ye  know  it  naoo  ? 

John. 

Lukko — — this  Mon  has  tou’t  it  me,  fumhaoo. 

James. 

A  ready  Scholar ! 

John. 

Scholar  ?  whoy - a  Dunce, 

May  fee,  beloike,  what’s  fhown  him  au  at  wunce. 

James. 

It  ma’es  me  think - vo’re  allivated  foa- - 

J 

'O’  one  that’s  gloppen’d,  ’at  has  feen  a  Shoa. 

Jo  H  N. 

Wou’d  yo  had  feen - and  hard,  as  weel  as  I - - 

And  if  I  fhid  fay - -felt — —I  fhid  no’  lie - 

Whot 


(  *  s°  ) 

Whot  it  wus  rnoy  good  Luck  to  hyear,  and  fee— 
Yo’d  a  bin  gloppen’d  too— — as  weel  as  me. 

James. 

Happen,  I  meeght - but  con  I  underftond 

Onny  thing  on’t,  good  John ,  at  fecond  Hond  ? 

Yo  han  this  preeaching  Seeacret,  at  a  Hit-  — — 

Con  yo  remember- — —  haoo  it  wus - a  Bit  ? 

John. 

Con  yo  remember— comes  into  mi  Hyead-— 

Yoar  telling  once  o’  whot  yoar  Lowyer  faid 

Agen  oud  Hunks - the  Juftice  o’the  Peeace, 

’At  wou’d  ha’  ta’en  away  yoar  Faither’s  Leeafe  ; 

Haoo  yo  difcroib’d  him - what  a  Mon  o’th  Lows  S 

What  a  fine  Tungue  !  and  haoo  he  geet  the  Coaze : 
Haoo  thooas,  at  wur  not  at  the  Seizes  too, 

Cou’d  no’  believe  t’one  hauf  o’  whot  wus  true  ! 

Ja  m  e  s. 

Remember  ?  ay  !  and  fliall  do,  while  I’m  whick, 

Haoo  bravely  he  fund  aooi  a  knavilh  Trick. 

He  feeav’d  my  Faither  monny  a  Starling  Paoond, 

And  bu’  for  him  I  had  no’  bin  o’th’  Graoond. 

That  wus  a  Mon  worth  hyearing— - if  yoar  Mon 

Cou’d  tauk  loike  him - 1  fhid  be  gloppen’d,  John . 

But, 


(  i*i  ) 

But,  lukko’  me - theeas  Lowyers  are  au  tou’t 

To  fpeeak  their  Nomminies,  as  foon  as  tliou’t: 

Haoo  done  yo  think  wou’d  Judge  and  Jury  look. 

If  onny  on  ’um  (hid  go  tak  a  Book 

Aoot  of  his  Pockett - and  fo  read  away  ? 

They’d’n  foon  think,  he  had  no’  mich  to  fay. 

Aoor  honeft  Lowyer  had  my  Faither’s  Deed, 

But,  Mon,  he  gan  it  thf  Clark  o’th’  Coort  to  read — — * 

And  then - he  fpooak  !  and  if  yo  had  bu’  feen - - 

Whoy,  th’  Judge  himfel  cou’d  ne’er  keep  off  his  Een  ; 

The  Jury  gaupt  agen- - and  weel  they  meeght ; 

For  e’ry  Word,  ’at  he  had  faid,  wus  reeght. 

John. 

"Weel  Jeeams - and  if  a  Mon  fhid  be  as  wairrn 

Abaoot  his  Hev’n,  as  yo  abaoot  yoar  Fairm, 

Dunno’  yo  think,  he’d  be  as  pleeafb  to  hear 
A  Pairfon  mak  his  Reeght  to  hou’d  it  clear  ? 

And  fhow  the  De’el  to  be  as  faufe  a  Foe, 

As  that  ou’d  Rogue  the  Juftice  wus  to  yo  ? 

James. 

Naoo,  John ,  I  fee  what  you  been  droiving  at— — - 

s 

And  I’m  o’  yoar  Oppinion - as  to  that- - 

I  Ihid  no’  grutch  at  takking  a  lung  Wauk 
To  hyear  a  Clargyman,  that  cou’d  bu'  tauk 

As  that  Mon  did - cou’d  farch  a  Thing  to  tfi’  Booan— — - 

,  And  in  good  yarneft— — mak  the  Coaze  his  ooan. 

I  feeldom. 


(  IjT2  } 

I  feeldom  mils  a  Sunday  hyearing  thooas, 

*At  preeachen  weel  enugh-— —as  preeaching  gooas  — 
But  I  ha’  thou’t,  fometimes,  haooever  good, 

A  Sarmon  meeght  be  better,  if  it  wou’d  : 

*At  if  it  cou’d  no’  make  Folks  e’en  to  weep, 

It,  fartinly- — -mit  keep  ’um  aw  fro’  Sleep  : 

Yet  I  ha’  feen  ’um  nodding,  Toimes  enoo. 

Not  ooanly  Childer— - but  Chur cb-V/air dens  too. 

Cou’d  yoar  foine  Preeacher—-  Morning  wus  too  foon^ 
Ha’  kept  Folks  wakken,  John,  i’th’  Afternoon  ? 

John. 

I  wifh  he  wou’d  ha’  tri’d- — and,  I  dare  fay, 

That  Morning  meeght  have  onfwer’d  for  aw  Day  : 
He  muff  ha’  ta’en  a  pratty  Dofe,  I  think, 

’At  cou’d  ha’  gen  that  Afternoon  a  Wink. 

Sich  looking  !  and  fich  lift'ning  !  one  mit  read 
In  e’ry  Feeace  --tfy,  beer's  a  Mon  indeed ! 

Some  meeght  ha’  ilept.  if  he  had  com’n  agen, 

Befoor  he  fpooak  - —  I’m  fhure  they  cou’d  no’  then. 

James. 

•  i  . 

They  wurn,  its  loike,  whaint  fond  o’  fummut  new. 

i 

John. 

Nea,  nca  — —  that  winno’  hou’d  a  Sarmon  throo- — 
Aw  they  that  liften’d,  when  he  firfl  begun. 


/ 


Kept 


(  *5  3  ) 

Kept  lift’ning  moor,  and  moor,  ’till  he  had  done, 

Had  he  gone  eend  away- - 1  gi’  mi  Word - - 

He  had  me  fail  bi  th’  Ears - I’d  not  ha*  Hir’d, 

Naoo  yo  mun  think,  ’at  he  taukt  weel,  at  leeaft, 

And  paffing  weel - ’at  Eich-body  wur  pleeail. 

They  wou’d  no’,  likly,  give  him  an  their  Vooats, 
Ooanly,  becofe  o’  Preeaching  withaoot  Nooats, 

James. 

Whoy,  but  according  to  my  Thinking,  John , 

It  gi’s  a  hugeous  Vontidge  to  a  Mon, 

To  preeach  withaoot  Book— if  he  con  bu  do  t 
And  he  mun  needs  be  better  hard  to  boot. 

Aoor  Lowyer  had  noane - and,  I  hauf  con  feel, 

It  wus  the  Reeafon  whoy  he  fpooak  fo  weel : 

Yet,  as  yo  fen - that  ooanly  winno’  do— 

For  th’  Mon  agen  him  praited  like  a  Foo. 

John. 

Jeeams— its  een  haird  upon  a  Lowyer’s  Tungue ; 
They  hoirn  it  aoot  to  oatlier  reeght  or  wrung— 

A  diff’rent  Keeafe  to  that  o’  Pairfons  woide. 

They  ar - or  ihid  be— — au  o’  the  fame  Soide  , 

It  makes,  may  hap,  aoor  Lowyers  reeadier  far 
To  pleead  withaoot  Book,  til  aoor  Pairfons  are. 


IT 


James 


(  !■£+  )' 

J  A»M  E  $♦ 

It's  loike  it*duz~ — -for  Folks  will  larn  to  fpeeak 
Sannner  bi  hauf,  for  Contradickfhon  feeak  ; 

And  fpeeially,  if  when  their  Tale  is  ton’d 
I*  Truth,  or  Loies,  they  mnn  be  paid  i’  Goud. 
Pairfons  are  paid-—  and ^  if  they  win,  may  pay 
Thir  Curates,  John,  to  preeach  for  ’um,  or  pray  ; 

And  then- - they  do  not,  when  .they  ma’en  a  Raoot, 

Tungue  it  fo  mich - as  fling  thir  Book  abaoot. 

Yet  Word  o’  Mapoth,  if  it  be  reeght,  ’s  no  Sin; 
Whoy  conno’  Pairfons  preeach  by’t*  if  they  win  ? 

J  0  H  N-. 

I  know  no’ — — - Cuftom’s  druyen  to  Extreeams ; 
This  may  be  one  ’at  they  han  getten,  Jeeams ; 

Some  feeamous  Fellies  meeght,  at  fir  ft,  begin  ; 

And  an  the  reft  han  follow’d  ’um  e’re  fin  : 

When  a  Bell  Weather  leeaps - -but  o’er  a  Stray— — * 

At  that  fame  Pleck,  au  th’  reft  mun  jump  away. 

James, 

Marry,  I  wifh  ’at  Pairfons,  one  i’  ten, 

Wou’d  bu’  jump  back  into  th"  oud  Way  agen. 

Some  han  great  Books,  enoo  to  fill  a  Cairt~— - 
Straunge !  ’at  they  conno’  lay  a  Thing  to  Hairt, 

Sich  as  they  loiken  beft,  and  ha’  the  Paoor 
To  dray  it  fro*  within,  for  one  hauf  liaoor  ! 

Haoo  coome  this  Mon  to  do’t? 


JoHNc 
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John. 

I  conno’  tell 

Do  it  he  did— — fo  yeeafy  to  himfel— — - 
And  yet  wi’  fo  mich  Yarneftnefs,  and  Fooarce, 

Of  Tungue,  and  Hond,  and  Look,  and  good  Difcooarft, 
Aw  fmooth,  and  clear  - — and  ’ery  turn  it  took, 

Still  woinding  to’t,  like  Weater  in  a  Brook: 

’At  onnv  Mon  o’  Laming,  takking  Aiam, 

Meeght  ha5  larnt  fro*  him  to  ha’  done  the  faiame. 

t 

James. 

Laming !  when  Preeachers  hr  ft  coome  in,  they  fen. 
They  wurn  no’  monny  on  ’ilin  iarned  Men, 

Nor  Gentry  noo-ather  — 

J  0  H  N 

Whoy,  and  they  fen  true— — 

But  in  aoor  Days,  I  daoot  it  woono’  do, 

To  ha’  tbooas  preeach  ’at  comn  fo  meeghty  fhort 
O’  th’  hrft  Beginners,  fo  weel  fitted  for’t. 

Wou’d  but  aoor  Gentlemen  o’  Laming  troy 
To  preeach  fro’  th’  Hairt,  and  lay  their  Pappers  bye; 
We  fhid  no’  think  warfe  on  ’urn  for  thir  Kin, 

Nor  loike  ’urn  lefs,  haooever  lam’d  they  bin : 

Aoor  Folks  i’  Church  Toime,  wou’d  be  moor  devaoot. 
And  moin’d  the  Bus’nefs,  ’at  they  wurn  abaoot : 

U  2 


And 
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And  thooas  good  Sarmons,  ’at  mooaft  o’n  ’em  ma’en* 
By  aw  good  Folks  wou’d  be  mich  better  ta’en. 

Witnefs  this  Gentlemon-— o’  Sunday  Morn — — 

The  beft  ’at  I  e’re  hard  fin  I  wur  born. 

But— — come ;  I’ll  fay  no  moor  - — yo’ft  hear  him  fir  ft  — 
I  wifh  with  au  my  Rairt  he  wur  the  worft. 

James. 

Ay,  yo  may  wifli— — but  will  he  preeach  agen  ? 
Haoo  ar  yo  fhure  o’  that  ? 

John. 

Nay—  foa  they  fen— *« 

Yo’re  loike  to  tak  yoar  Chaunce,  as  weel  as  I. 

James. 

If  onny  comes  I’ll  tak  it. - - John'  —  Good  byea 


A  DIA- 


A  DIALOGUE 


BETWEEN 

Sir  John  Jobson  and  Harry  Homespun, 

Occalioned  by  the  March  of  the  Highlanders  into  Lan- 

caffiire  in  the  Year  1745. 


Sir  John . ye  not  fadly  frighten’d,  honeft  Harry , 

J.  o  fee  thofe  Highland  Fellows - 

Harry.  Not  /,  marry 


Sir  J.  No  !  how  comes  that  ?  — 

H.  Whoy ,  Sur,  I  conno*  fee 
What  theer  nvur  in  ’ um  that  Jhid  freeten  me - - 

Sir  J.  So  many  armed  Ruffians  as  came  here. 

Was  there  not  caufe  enough  for  all  to  fear  ? — — 

H.  Amo  whoa,  Sur  John  ?  it  happen  mit  he  fo 
Wi'fich  foine  loardly  Gentlemen  as  yoi 
But  we  poor  Foke  » 

Sir  J.  Why,  prithee,  poor  or  rich, 

Is  it  not  much  the  fame  ? 


H.  noUy  not  fo  mich  ; 


IV e  war  ken  hard ,  aFt  iz ,  for  meeat  and  clooas. 
And  connot  eem  to  be  fo  feeri,  God  knooas . 


Sir  J. 


(  1^8  ) 

Sir  J .  But,  Harry ,  to  fee  Fire  and  Sword  advance  ! 

To  have  fuch  Enemies  as  Rome  and  France  ! 

Should  not  this  move  alike  both  Rich  and  Poor, 

To  drive  impending  Ruin  from  their  Door? 

II .  As  for  the  Rich,  Sur  John,  1  'conn o'  tell , 

But  for  the  Poor,  I'll  onfer  for  myfel ; 

If  Fire  fhid  come ,  I  ha  noutfor  it  to  hrun , 

Nor  nvark  to  find  for  oat  her  Swooard ,  or  Gun  : 

For  France  and  Rome  my  feering  is  no  greater , 

They  lyen,  I  think,  o'tP  tot  her  Side  oth  IVeaier. 

Sir  7.  You  don’t  confider  what  may  be  the  End 
Of  fuch  a  ftrange  Indifference,  my  Friend  ; 

Pray,  whether  you  have  more  or  lefs  to  lofe, 

Wou’d  you  not  guard  your  Country  from  its  Foes  ? 

H.  My  Country ,  Sur  ?  1  have,  yo ’  underflond , 

In  anv  the  Country  not  one  Inch  o'  Land : 

They  that  wood'n  f eight,  and  ha '  Mon  s  Blood  he  fpilt , 

May  if  they  win,  hut  nuhoy  mun  I  be  kilt  ? 

Sir  J.  Your  Country,  Friend,  is  not  the  Ground  alone ; 
There  is  the  King,  that  fits  upon  the  Throne  ; 

The  Prctefiani  Succejfion  lies  at  Stake, 

That  bloody-minded  Papifis  want  to  fhake  : 

Now  you  have  fome  Religion  left,  I  hope, 

And  wou’d  not  tamely  give  it  to  the  Pope . 

H.  He  <wou  d  no'  have  it,  happen ,  if  I  nvou'd , 

Th'  oud  Mon  bdoite  mit  think  his  ooan  as  gud ; 

And  true  Religion,  Sur ,  if  I  have  o'nny, 

No  Mon  1  th'  Ward  con  tak  it  fro  me,  con  he? 

Sir  Ja 


(■  1 $?  y 

Sir  J.  If  you  but  knew,  Friend  Harry ,  what  a  Scenc 
Of  Mifchiefs  happen’d  in  King  James's  Reign ; 

How,  but  for  Orange's  immortal  Prince, 

.  The  Prcteftants  had  all  been  kill’d  long  lince ; 

If  I  fhould  tell  you - 

H.  Nay ,  we  aw,  Sur  John3 
Known  weel  enough  that  yo're  a  l amid  Mon  ; 

So  wus  my  Gronfayther ,  and  ore  his  Ah' 

Monny  a  Toime  has  toud  another  Tale  ; 

And  I  darr  fay  mi  Gronfayther  toud  true  ; 

For ,  lukko  me,  tE  oud  Felly  wus  no  Foo , 

Nor  Rebbil  noather - - — 


Sir  J.  And  what  was’t  he  tou’d  ? 

-  •  -0 

PI,  Whoy  /  moor  a  deeal  than  my  Brainpon  con  hGud . 

Its  like yo  known  as  haoo  Sur ,  th’  Oliverians 
Cui  off  tp  King's  Hyead 

Sir  J .  Yes, 

H.  And  haoo  th *  P resbyterians 
Turnt  aoot  his  Son,  and  maden  a  Rebelution. 

Sir  J.  They  did  it  Man  to  fave  the  Confutation  ; 

’Twas  Churchmen  too  that  brought  King  William  in, 

As  well  as  they — ■ — 

H.  Whoy,  be  they  whoa  they  winn. 

One  Egg ,  he  fed,  wus  ne'er  moor  hike  another , 

Than  thooas  two  mac  o'  Foke,  warn  like  tone  tot  her  : 

They 
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They  warn  at  aw  ioimes  Enmies  to  thl  hlood  Royal , 

And  naoo  woudin  ha ’  it,  that  none  hut  hom  are  loyal : 

Iiaoo  con  that  be  Sur  ? 

Sir  J .  Why,  I’ll  tell  thee  how— 

H.  Nay,  hut  yo  connot— — * 

Sir  J.  Well,  but  hear  me  now—* 
Our  Kings  are  Stewards- — — 

H.  Sur,  yo  meean  they  wurn , 
For  Things,  yo  known ,  han  tan  anoiher  Turn  > 

The  Stuarts  Race  is-~— 

Sir  J,  Poh  !  thou  takes  me  wrong- — - 

H.  Haoo  mun  I  tak  o' reel  ? 

Sir  J.  I  fay,  fo  long 
As  Kings  are  our  Protectors- . - 

H.  Lukyetheerl 

Oud  Oliver  agen- - - 

Sir  J .  Nay,  prithee  hear. 

And  keep  thy  Nonfenfe  in,  till  I  have  done  — 

H.  Weel,  wee l,  Vzt  hear  years  firjl  then,  if  1  mun. 

Sir  J.  The  People,  Harry ,  when  they  all  agree— 

Aw  Sur  ! 

Sir  J .  Be  quiet—- choofe  them  a  Truftee, 

And 


H. 


(  ) 

And  call  him  King;  now,  if  he  break  his  Truft, 

They  have  a  Right  to  turn  him  out,  and  muft ; 

Unlefs  they  wou’d  be  ruin’d ;  doft  thou  think 
For  one  Man’s  fwimming  all  the  reft  ftiou’d  ftnk  ? 

H.  Yo  lov’ n  a  King,  Sur ,  saintly;  Jink  or  fwim. 

No  Mon ,  1  foind ,  is  to  be  draoont  but  him . 

This  chozzen  King  mit  happen  draoon  yo  furji , 

Then  yo  mit  fink  him  after ,  an  yo  durji . 

If  Folks  may  tak  nuhot  Kings  they  ban  a  Mo'tnd , 

IVhoi  Faut  wi’  aw  theefe  Scotchmen  con  yo  fotnd? 

Sir  J.  Hang  ’em  all — — have  they  not  a  King  already , 
That  keeps  his  Contract  with  the  People  fteady  ? 

Rebels  ! 

H,  IV hoy^  ay,  that's  reet ,  for  they  wur  byetten  ; 
They  loft  the  Feight ;  but,  haeo,  if  they  had  getten, 

Wou’d  yo  ha’  lik’t  it,  Sur,  if  an  Heelonder 

Hadtoud  o  Sauce  for  th’  Goofe  wur  Sauce  for  th’  Gonder— 

Sir  J .  Thou’rt  a  fly  Tyke,  I’ll  talk  with  thee  no  more  — 

H.  Whoy,  if  yo  pleeafen  then ,  Sur ,  ween  give  ore , 

Wijhing  that  e’ry  Mon  may  have  his  Reet, 

Feight  as  feight  winn,  and  fo,  Sur  John,  good  Neel. 

Sir  J .  Thou’lt  look,  I  find,  to  thy  own  Carcafs  ftill— 

H.  Yoi,  Sur,  as  lung  as  ere  Icon,  I  will - - 
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A  DIALOGUE 

Between  the  SAME, 

About  compelling  a  Perfon  to  take  the  Oaths  to  the 

Government. 

Sir  John. ‘^^rHY  fo  grave  Harry  ?  what’s  the  matter  pray  ? 

What  makes  thee  look  fo  forrowfui To-day  ? 


Harry.  Whoy,  Sur,  1  geet  fore  trubbfd  t  my  Moind , 

At  whot  yon  Folk  ban  toud  me ,  wheer  I  doind. 

Sir  J.  Prithee  what’s  that  ? 

H.  They  louden  me,  Sur  John, 
That  yo  ban  fent  a  Summons  to  a  Mon 
To  iak  an  Ooath ,  a  meety  lung  on  too  ; 

Ari  they  aw  fen  its  moore  till  he  con  doo. 

Sir  J„  Do,  or  not  do,  what  Bus’nefs  is’t  of  thine  ? 

H.  Bus'  nefs  ?  whey,  he's  a  Naibor ,  Sur ,  of  mine  ; 

An* yo  ban  hard ,  beloike ,  aoor  Pairfon  tell , 

That  one  rriun  love  their  Naibor ,  as  their fel ; 

Befoides  'at  he's  a  farvifeable  Felly y 

A V  onny  ’ at  we  ban  o'tb '  Bus'nefs ,  welly.  % 

And,  then,  an  Ooath  yo  Jhanno ’  hyear  come  aoot 
O'  that  Mon's  Maooth,  Sur  John,  the  year  a&aoot  ; 

And  if  he  be  fib'  Moind ,  'at  he  has  been , 

To'n  fGind  it  mich  ado  to  cram  one  in . 
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Sir  J.  Harry ,  that  Matter  we  fliall  Toon  difcnfs  ; 
Trial  of  Skill  is  now  ’twixt  him  and  us. 

We  mu  ft,  and  will  fubdue  him,  if  we  can. 

He’s  a  feditious ,  refractory  Man. 

H.  Nay ,  if  ye  bin  for  giving,  aoot  o'  Hond, 

Hard  Words,  Sur,  'at  one  connot  underfond, 

Hll  fay  no  moor  ;  or  elfe  1  ba ’  ta’en  a  Wauk, 

V  hat  yo  and  I  mit’n  have  a  Bit  o'  Tauk  : 

But  happen  naoo  yo’ re  not  itb ’  Humour — —— 


Talk  what  thou  wilt 


Sir  J.  Yes ; 


H.  And  yo’n  no ’  tak’l  amifs  ? 

<  _  •  :  ■  s  ,  ■.  -  **r  -*• 

Sir  J.  No— 

H.  Then  I’ll  tell  ’ o ,  Mefer ,  whot  I  think, 

'  \ 

Sir  J.  Sit  thee  down  ftrft ;  wilt  have  a  little  Drink  f 

H.  Nou  ;  nor  yo  noatber  ;  we’ n  be  foaber  booalb, 

God  willing,  Sur,  and  tauk  abaooi  this  Ooath. 

. 

Sir  J.  What  doft  thou  know  about  it  l 

,  ,  .  ’  .  ‘  t 

r  H.  Wboy,  no 1  mich , 

That’s  true  enough,  thank  God,  I’m  no’  fo  rich  s 
But  I  con  guex  abaoot  it  weel  enough  : 

Foke,  ’at  ban  tan  it,  fen  it’ s  weary  tough  ; 

There’s  monny  a  one  that  wou’d  ha’  gen  a  Craoon 
With  aw  his  Heart,  he  neer  had  leet  it  daoon , 

X2 
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Sir  J.  But  it  fhall  coft  this  Fellow  more  than  fo. 

If  he  don’t  take  it,  that  I’ll  let  him  know. 

H.  Win  ye,  Sur  ? 

Sir  J.  Yes,  I  will. 

H.  And,  if  yo  nvin, 
Sur  John,  yd*re  guilty  of  a  wicked  Sin. 

Sir  J.  Am  I  ?  how  fo  ? 

H.  Wboy ,  dunnot  yo  maintain 
That  Mon  may  tak  God’s  holy  Name  i’  vain  ? 

Sir  J.  No  indeed,  don’t  I ;  ’tis  what  I  abhor. 

H.  Then ,  pray  ye  naoo ,  nvhot  is  this  Summons  for  ? 

Is  it  not  fent  to  make  a  Mon  to  pwear 
Summoi  ahaoot  the  King,  and  his  reet  Heir  ? 

And  are  not  yo  nneel  fatisfy'd ,  to  hoot , 

7  hat  he  mun  tak  God’s  Name  iJ  vain  to  do't  ? 

Sir  J .  That’s  his  Affair  to  look  to,  and  not  ours  ; 

We  a£l  according  to  the  legal  Pow’rs  : 

If  private  Confcience  flight  the  public  Call, 

It  mull  e’en  take  the  Confequence,  that’s  all. 

H.  Marry ,  enough  o' Conference,  and  good  Feeake 
Too  niich  by  hauf,  if  Confciences  may  fpeaak . 

What  mak ’  han  yo'~  * — to  make  another  Mon 
T*  fwear  agen  bis* - nsohat  cansou  ye  that ,  Sur  John  ? 


Sir  J . 
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Sir  J.  We  cannot  make  him,  Man,  unlefs  he  will. 

H.  Sur ,  Sur,  it  comes  to  the  fame  Mifcbief  fill , 

Or  warfe if  oatbcr  j  for,  if  he  fears  God, 

And  winno'  fwear,  then  yo  tan  up  the  Rod  c 
Here's  a  Commandment  kept ,  that  God  has  fpokkcn , 

And  be  man  pay  —for  one  o'  yo'rs  that's  brokken  s 
1 fay  agen,  that  fift  it  haoo  yo  win, 

Sur  John,  yo' re  guilty  of  a  wicked  Sin . 

Sir  J.  Harry ,  as  Juft  ice  of  the  Peace,  I’m  ty’d 
For  public  Peace  and  Safety  to  provide  ; 

So  are  my  Brethren  ;  now  with  this  Intent, 

The  Law  directs  our  Summons  to  be  fent ; 

If  difaffe<Sled  Perfons  will  not  give 
The  Conftitution,  under  which  they  live, 

Proper  Security,  they  muft  be  made 
To  feel  the  Force  of  what  they  wou’d  evade : 

If  we  Ihou’d  fuffer  thefe  nonjurtng  Knaves, 

We  fhall  in  Time  be  Papifls  all,  and  Slaves. 

LL  Papifls  and  Slaves  l  whoy ,  good  Sur  John,  the  Pope, 
77><?  Deel  himfel,  con  do  no  moor ,  I  hope , 

Then  tempt  a  Mon  to  titter  with  his  Tung , 
r  lh '  Na  me  o' God,  whot  he  believes  is  rung. 

Mun  we  ^ePapifts,  if  we  dunnot  make 
A  Mon  belye  his  Maker ,  for  aoor  Sake  ? 

Mun  we  be  Slaves,  except  we  forcen  Foke 
T o  come,  and  put  their  Necks  into  aoor  Yoke  ? 


Sir  J. 


(  i  '66  ) 

SirJ.  Thou  doft  not,  Harry,  underftand  the  Laws 

H.  %  ban  they,  Sur,  fich  defperate  lung  Claws, 
'That  a  Mon's  Confcience ,  hid  •within  his  Hairt, 

Mun  he  [cratch* d  aoot  on  t  by  'um  ?  for  my  Pairt, 

Laws,  or  noa  Laws,  Pm  furs  we  foidden  do , 

'As  five  aw  wifhen  to  be  done  unto. 

Sir  J.  Good  Faith  !  thou  preached;  tolerably  well ; 
But  wouldft  thou  have  thy  Neighbour  to  rebell  ? 

To  make  Difturbances  in  Church  and  State, 

And  not  be  puniflTd  till  it  is  too  late  ? 

Magiftrates,  Man,  mult  have  a  Care  in  Time, 

And  in  the  Bud  muft  nip  the  fprouting  Crime. 

H.  Nip  it  Pth*  Bud  ?  and  fo  it  mun  be  doon. 

To  thinkcn  then ,  by  punifhing  too  foon  ? 

Magiftrates ,  Sur,  fo  haefy ,  and  fo  bard, 

Ma'en  any  th ’  Rebellions ,  'at  thir  ar  Pth '  Ward , 

Let  Poke  be  quiet,  nuhen  they  are  fo,  Sur, 

And  ncaiher  Church  nor  State  will  mak  a  Slur  ; 

But  to  be  made  to  pay,  or  be  forfwaurn. 

Vexes  'em  booath,  as  fure  as  yo  are  baurn. 

JVhoy  mun  yo  mak  my  Naibor  pay  fich  Scores? 

His  Sonvl  is  his,  as  nxseel  as  y oars  is  y oars. 

Sir  J.  The  Law,  not  I,  obliges  him  to  pay. 

II,  IV hoy  win  yo  tak  that  Lanv  agen  him ,  hay  ? 

If  yo  mun  do't,  whether  yo  win  or  not , 

Are  yo  a  Papiftj  or  a  Slave,  or  what  ? 


Tell 
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j  Tell  me ,  if  this  faoo  Play  be  not  y oar  ooan, 

What  rnun  yo  pay  for  letting  him  alooan? 

.  Sir  J.  I  pay  ?  no  Law  obliges  me  to  that - - 

What  is  it,  Harry ,  that  thou  would’ft  be  at  ? 

H.  Whoy ,  Sur ,  at  this - When  Laws  ma' en  mich  adoo, 

Monny  a  wife  Mon  is  ?nade  into  a  Foo  ; 

Freeten'd ,  o' th'  J'udden,  aoot  of  his  reet  Senfe, 

He'll  fell  his  Wits  and  aw,  to  fave  his  Pence. 

But ,  pray ,  whoi  Mon ,  with  hauf  o'  yoar  good  Thcut, 

Wou'd  do  his  Naibor  an  ill  Hum  for  Nout  ? 

When  he  himfel  gets  nere  a  Farthing  hy't , 

But  floauon  of  hurting  aoot  of  arrant  Spite  : 

This  is  the  IVark ,  if  yo'n  confider  weel, 

Not  of  a  Mon,  Sur  John,  but  of  a  Deel ; 

If  one  cud  tak  a  Look  i '  that  Mon's  Breaft , 

We  Jhudden  fee  him  what  they  cawn  poffefL 

Sir  J .  Thou  mak’ft  a  Devil  of  me^ - -very  well! 

H.  Nou,  nou  ;  it' s  yo  that  ma'en  one  o'  yo'rfel ; 

I'd  make  a  Mon  o'  ye,  Sur ,  if  I  coud , 

A  gradely  Mon,  that  feeches  to  do  good  ; 

And  not  to  labbor  Books,  and  farch  a  Cawfe 
For  hately  Doings  in  hard  favord  Laws. 

Sir  J.  Thou  farches  me,  I’m  fure---where  haft  thou  had 
This  fame  Book-fearching  Information,  Lad  ? 

We  have,  ’tis  true,  been  ftudying  in  what  Shape 
We  belt  might  catch  thy  Neighbour  in  a  Scrape; 

But 
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But,  by  thy  Talking,  we  might  fpare  the  Pains, 
And  better  Bus’nefs  might  employ  our  Brains. 

PI.  Ay  marry  meeght  it ;  thooas ,  that  let  ten  aoot 
Their  Breeans  to  Mifchief  mit  as  weel  be  haoot  ; 

Whoiie  they  done  fo,  it  con  be  no  greeat  News, 

That  Fokes  Jhid  caw  J um  fummat  warfe  then  Foos. 

Sir  J.  Harry ,  thou’rt  got  into  a  talking  Cue. 

H.  To  gin  me  Leeaf,  Sur ,  do  not  ye - — 

Sir  J.  I  do. 

Now,  prithee,  tell  me  then,  and  talk  away, 

Nor  mince  the  Matter,  what  do  People  fay  ? 

H.  HU  tell  o\  Sur — — aoor  Juftices,  they  fen, 

That  tan  themfels  to  be  Jich  loyal  Men, 

Makken  moor  Enemies  to  th'  King  and  Craoon, 

Till  onny  Twenty  Men  bejoide  i' th'  T aeon  ; 

They  praifen  mich  this  Government  of  aoors , 

Becofe  it  has  no  harbittary  Paoors  : 

* 

For  Trade,  Religion,  Liberties  enjoy'd, 

It  feeds  aw  th '  Governments  i  th'  Ward  befoide  : 

His  ooan  Oppinion  e'ry  Mon  may  take  ; 

Noa  Parfecution  in't  for  Concience  Sake : 

Monny  fich  Words  they  han ,  as  Imooth  as  Oyl, 

And  Deeds  as  iharp  as  Alegar  au  th'  whoiie  ; 

They  getten  to  a  CORNER  by  ’ umfeis , 

And  there  they  dong)  i'ih'  Ward  o'  God,  nowt  elz , 


But 
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But  tan  their  Books,  their  Bacco,  and  their  Beer, 

And  conjurn  up  poor  Fellows  to  appear  ; 

And  then  the  gaft' ring,  what' n  ye  caw  it,  Corum, 

Mun  huff  and  ding ,  and  carry  au  before  ' um , 

Sir  J.  A  fine  Defcription  truly  1  and  quite  free  ! 
But,  Harry ,  how  did  it  appear  to  thee  ? 

Could’ft  thou  not  find,  where  thou  haft  been  to  dine} 
One  Word  to  fay  for  an  old  Friend  of  thine. 

H.  Toi,  Sur ,  I  j aid  as  mich  as  e'er  I  coud , 

But  whaint  ado  1  had  to  mak  it  good. 

This  Summons,  Sur,  Summons  !  fie  upon  1 1 
Whot  argufi'd  my  Tung  agen  yoar  Hondt  ? 

Whene'er  they  thruiten  that  into  my  Difh , 

It  firick  me  dumb  aootreet  as  onny  Fijh  : 

Had  I gooan  on,  1  know ,  Sur ,  what  I  know , 

They'd  Coon  ha'  faid  1  wur  as  bad  as  yo» 

To  conno '  think,  if  1  may  be  believ  d. 

To  conno'  thi?ik,  Sur,  haoo  my  Heart  wus  griev  d  $ 

Vd  fain  ha'  yo  belovd ,  Sur,  in  yoar  Turn 9 
As  aw  your  Anciters  before  ye  wurn  ; 

And  I  belt  eve  ihat  none  o'  th'  Race  before. 

Be  who  they  win*  cou  d  e' er  defarve  it  moor  5 
If  thooas  good  Qualities ,  that  God  has  gin  ye, 

MU  but  appear  withaoot,  as  they  are  in  ye  1 
But  i'  this  one  faoo  Fleck,  I  need  mun  fay, 

To  generaten  fro'  ' um  quite  away. 

1  hope  you  tan  it  i*  good  Pari ,  Sur  John  : 

I  meean  to  farve  ye ■— 


T 


Sir  /,  Honeft 
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Sir  J.  Flonejft  Lad,  go  ori? 
I  think  thou  doft  ;  thee  I  lhall  fooner  heed 

Than  twenty  prating  Wifeacres - proceed* 

* 

FL  Wboy  then ,  Sur  John,  if  I  may  he  fo  boud , 

Good  Will,  when  getten ,  is  as  good  as  Goud  : 

Toar  Fait  her  left  ye  here  a  fo'tne  Efate , 

He  font  his  Naibors  Love,  and  not  their  Hate  ; 

His  Principles  wurn  of  another  Mack 
From  thooas,  '‘at  yo  han  been  advoisd  to  tak  : 

This  greeat  lung  Ooatli  he  ne'er  coud  underfond ; 

If  yo  bin  wifer,  naoo  yo  ban  his  Bond, 

Better  for  yo- — —and yet  I  conno'  fill, 

Haoo  it  foid  happen— - but  be  that  as't  will ; 

Yet  for  yoar  Faitherb  Seeake,  ’ afs  deead  and  gone, 

Yo  fhid'n  confider  wi'  yoar  fel,  Sur  John, 

Whether  its  hondfom  for  his  Son  and  Heir 
Ho  foorcs  loike-moinded  Men  to  come  and  fwear  : 

Monny  han  faid ,  thai  feen  ye  fo  behave, 

Sur  John  here  tramples  on  his  Faither’s  Grave. 

If,  when  th’  oud  Metier  war  alive  himfel. 

The  Juftices,  for  Fear  he  foid  rebell. 

Had  ufend  him  as  yo  done  other  Foke , 

Yoar  Wheels  had  wanted  monny  a  praity  Spoke  : 

Had  he  been  made ,  agen  his  ooan  Confeni, 

A  Papifh,  Sur ,  by  Act  o'  Parliament, 

Yo  woud'n  ha '  caw'd  'uni  by  their  proper  Name , 

That  did  the  Thing,  tho  naoo  yo  done  the  fame  ; 

TP  oud  Mon's  hard yoozitch  woud  ha'  raisd yoar  Blood- 


Sir  J  So  really,  Harry ,  I  believe  it  wou’d  ; 


I  Ihou’d 
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I  fhou’d  not  quietly  have  fitten  hill. 

Had  any  of  ’em  us’d  my  Father  ill. 

II.  Whoy,  Sur ,  and  conno'  yo  think  at  it  thent 
Hnd  fhow  fome  Marcy  naoo  to  other  Men  ? 

Suppose  this  Mon ,  becofe  he  conno''  think 

Juft  as  yo  done ,  had  nooat  her  Meeat  nor  Drink  ; 

Coud  no\  hecofe  * at  Laws  ma  en  fich  a  Paoofe , 

IVark  in  his  Bus'nefsy  aud  maintain  his  Haoofe  ; 

But  aw  his  Children  wurn  to  beg  i'th'  Street — - 
Wouden  yo  think  it  fich  a  bleffed  Seet  ? 

JVoud  no*' yo  fay ,  at  feeing  Ragi  and  Ruin , 

The  Dee 1  wus  in  me  !  what  wui  I  adoing  ?•"  ■  — - 
To  gan  me  Leeaf  to  tauky  Sur — - - 

Sir  J.  So  I  did, 

And  mu  ft  confefs  that  I  am  fairly  chid  ; 

Thy  honed;  Bluntnefs  oft  has  made  me  fmile, 

Harry ,  but  I  ne’er  hed  thee  all  the  while : 

Now  I  believe  that  thou  haft  gain’d  thy  End, 

And  /,  a  better  Temper  tow’rds  thy  Friend. 

I 

H.  Eh!  Sur  !  God  fend  it!  if  yoar  Heart  wur  oppen'd 
To  loving  Thouts ,  haoo  Naihors  woud  be  gloppend  ! 

Before  this  Jufticing  made  fich  a  Pother , 

Haoo  naiburly  we  liven' d' with  Tone  t'other  ! 

But  naoo - — 

Sir  J.  Well,  Harry ,  thou  haft  faid  enough  j 
I  hope,  I  (han’t  hereafter  be  fo  rough  ; 

Nor  fharpen,  when  they  come  within  my  Sphere, 

Laws,  of  themfelves,  fufnciently  fevere : 

Y  2 
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When  thou  fhalt  fee  him,  tell  thy  Friend  from  me, 
If  he’ll  be  quiet,  quiet  he  fh.aH  be  ; 

Tell  all  thy  Neighbours  that  the  Thing  is  done. 

The  Father's  Memory  fhan’t  reproach  the  Son  ; 

Tho’  all  his  Thoughts  and  mine  were  not  the  fame, 
His  Worth  and  Virtues  fhall  dire£l  my  Aim. 

And  now  I  have  confeft  to  thee,  Friend  Harry , 
We’ll  call  another  Caufe,  if  thou  canft  tarry  ; 

This  thou  haft  richly  merited  to  win : 

Here  !  who’s  in  waiting  ?  bring  a  Tankard  in. 

H.  Nay,  Sur ,  yo  ?nun  excufe  me,  if  yo  pleeafen  ; 

Toar  Kindnefs  here ,  in  harkening  to  Reeafon , 

Has  fnade  my  Hairt ,  f  dry  as  a  Kex,  Sur  John,) 

IVeeter  and  leeter ,  till  good  Likhor  con  : 

I'll  go  my  Ways ,  Sur ,  m ihooam ,  afore  it's  dark , 

And  let  aoor  Naibors  know  o'  this  Day's  Wark  ; 

I  lung  to  fee  'urn,  feeling  nvhot  I  feel , 

At  prefent ,  Sur ,  God  jblefs  ye!  and  fareweel . 


A  genuine 


A  genuine  DIALOGUE 

Betwen  a  Gentlewoman  at  Derby,  and 

her  Maid  Jenny, 

In  the  Beginning  of  December  1745. 

Mrs.  ‘JENNY  come  here :  Pm  told  that  you  have  been 
To  fee  this  Man. 

Jen,  What  Man  ? 

Mrs.  Why  you  have  feen 
The  young  Pretender ,  Huffy,  at  his  Lodging— — • 

Is  it  not  fo  ? - come,  tell  me  without  dodging. 

Jen.  Why  really ,  Madam,  I  was  pajjing  by , 

' Thinking  no  harm— —not  in  the  leaf- - - not  I ; 

And  fomebody  or  other  that  I  met- - 

Mrs.  What  fomebody  ? 

Jen.  Indeed ,  now  1  forget— * 

Said  what  a  handfome  Man  he  was - and  fo. 

Begging  your  Pardon ,  Madam,  I  did  go. 

But  had  no  ill  Intention  in  the  Thing - - - 

A  Cat  may  look— — as  Folks  fay - -at  a  King. 

Mrs.  King— —do  you  call  him  ?  ye  rebellious  Slut  ! 

Jen.  I  did  not  call  him  fo,  good  Madam,  but — — - 


Mrs.  But 
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» 

Mrs.  But  me  no  butting,  not  another  Day, 

Shall  any  Rebel  in  my  Service  flay ; 

I  owe  you  Twenty  Shillings— — -there’s  a  Guinea—- 
Pack  up,  and  go  about  your  Bufinefs,  Jenny— 

Matters  are  come  indeed  to  a  fine  Pafs  ! 

The  next  Thing,  I  fuppofe,  you’ll  go  to  Mafs. 

Jen.  7 o  Mafs  ?  What  Road ?  For  I  don't  know  the  Place, 

Nor  con’d  I  tell  which  Way  to  turn  my  Face. 

Mrs.  Turn  !■  —you’ll  turn  Papi ft,  and  believe  Black’s 
White. 

Jen.  Why ,  Fiefs  me.  Madam ,  I  han't  loft  my  Sight  ! 

Mrs .  And  then  the  Pried  will  bid  you  cut  my  Throat. 

Jen.  Dear  loving  Mifrejs  ;  how  you  talk  by  Rote! 

Iwou'd  not  hurt  a  Hair  of  your  dear  Head , 

Were  ail  the  P/iefs  in  Mafs  to  kill  me  (fcad ; 

And  I  don't  fay  it  with  Dejign  to  brag , 

Since  Pve  been  with  you— —you  han't  loft  a  Rag  : 

1  cut  your  'Throat  !  becaufe  1  faw  the  P - e, 

And  never  thought  of  Black  or  White  e'er  fince. 

Mrs.  Good  1  this  is  you  that  did  not  call  him  K  ■  g ; 
And  is  not  P— — e,  ye  Minx,  the  felf-fame  Thing  ? 

% 

Jen.  Tou  are  fo  hafty,  Madam  !  with  your  Snarles  ~~~~ — 
Wou'd  you  have  me  call  the  Gentleman  plain  Ch — — s  ? 

Mrs .  P- — -  Ch~—s  again  !—  fpeak  out  your  Treafon 
Tales ; 

His  il~— 1  H— — — s,  Ch — -™-/,  the  P — — -  of  W——s! 


Jen.  Oh! 
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Jen.  Oh!  Madam ,  you  fay  snore  of  him  than  me, 

For  I  Ji 'aid  nothing  of  his  Pedigree. 

Mrs.  Pedigree  !  Fool— - what  would  the  Wench  be  at  ? 

What  Pedigree  has  any  Baftard  Brat  ? 

Jen.  Nay,  I'm  no  Harold ,  he  he  what  he  willy 
He  is  a  charming  Alan  io  look  at ,  fill : 

JVhen  1  was  g oi  in  there ,  asnongf  the  ‘ Ihrcng , 

His  R- - 1  H — — s - 

Mrs.  Huffy,  hold  your  Tongue. 

Jen.  Ton  call'd  hi?n  fo  yourfelf  but  juf  e'en  now. 

Airs .  Yes,  fo  I  did— — but  then,  the  Manner  how 

Jen.  And  will  you  turn  a  Servant  out  o'  Doors , 

Becaufs  her  Manners  bent  fo  fine  as  yours  ? 

Mrs.  Jenny !  I  fay,  you  had  no  Bufmefs  neither 
To  fee  the  Creature ,  or  go  near  him  either. 

Jen.  Creature  \-—Nay,  Pardon ,  Madam ,  he's  no  Creature , 
But  a  fiweet  comely  Chrifiian ,  ev'ry  Feature . 

Airs.  No  Creature  /— Wou’d  you  worlhip  him,  you  Dunce  ? 

Jen.  I  wou'd - you  were  to  fee  his  Worfoip  once . 

Airs.  How  can  the  Girl  crofs  Queftions  like  a  Fool ! 

Or  think  that  I  ffiould  go  and  fee  the  Tool ! 

Jenny!- - tho’  you  have  done  fo  much  amifs, 

I  pity— - fuch  an  Ignorance  as  this, 


If 
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If  you’ll  go  mind  your  Work  as  heretofore, 

And  keep  at  home,  I’ll  pafs  the  Matter  o’er. 

Jen.  Ah!  Madam ,  you're fo  good ,  let  me  hut J peak 
My  fimple  Mind,- — * — or  elfe  my  Heart  nvill  break  — 
Pve  fuch  a  ft  range  foreboding  in  my  Hearty 

If  you  hut  fa<w  him  once , — we  fhoiid  not  part  : 

Do  fee  him  once — —ewhat  harm  is  there  in  feeing  ? 

If  after  that  there  he  not  an  agreeing , 

Then  call  me  t<wejity  Rebel  Sluts——— if  yout 
When  you  have  feen  hiniy  hetPt  a  Rebel  too. 

Now,  whether  Jenny  did  perfuade  her  Dame, 
Is  not,  as  yet,  betrumpeted  by  Fame  : 

Sometimes  there  happen  to  be  fecret  Views, 

That  are  not  put  into  the  publick  News  : 

But,  by  Report,  that  private  Rumour  gives, 
She’ll  never  part  with  Jenny  while  fhe  lives. 
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<^c^c§oc^o^c^c^^oc^c^o^2^c^o^cc^pc^oc^oc^oc^oc^oc^oc^ocgo 

THE 

CONTRAST 

Between  Two  Executed  LORDS.  • 

/^S  Crouds  attended  when  the  fatal  Blow 

Took  off  Kilmarnock,  and  Balmering, 

Men  were  furpriz’d,  that  Warriors  on  a  Side 
Should  in  the  common  Field  of  Death  divide; 

r 

By  the  fame  Path  defcending  to  the  Grave, 

In  the  fame  Caufe  fo  widely  to  behave  I 
What  turns  of  Anger,  Pity,  Cenfure,  Praife, 

Did  fuch  a  Contrail  of  Deportment  raife  1 

One- - ftruck  with  Horror,  at  Rebellion’s  Crime* 

Seeks,  by  Repentance,  to  redeem  the  Time  ; 

Begs  of  offended  Majefty  the  Grace, 

That  future  Condudl  may  the  paft  efface  ; 

Wou’d  live- - but — —-only  ’till  his  Blood  be  fpilt 

Jn  fuch  a  Caufe - as  may  atone  for  guilt ; 

Wou’d  die - if  fuch  fhall  be  his  Sovereign’s  Doom, 

And,  praying  for  his  R.ace,  approach  the  Tomb. 

Approach  he  muff- - and  be  the  firft  to  bleed; 

The  Scene  beheld - ,tis  terrible  indeed  / 

The  fable  Scaffold,  Coffin,  Ax,  and  Block, 

And  cii cling  Eyes  on  him  concenter’d,  fhock, 

Z  Yet - - 
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Yet- — -not  confound;  inRru&ed  to  prepare* 

He  meets  with  Death — —too  ferious  to  dare  : 

Receives  (his  Crime  avow’d,  and  Mercy  clos’d) 

Th’  impending  Stroke - reluctantly  compos’d. 

The  o  ther- - firm,  and  Ready  in  the  Caufe 

Of  injur’d  Monarchs,  and  of  ancient  Laws, 

By  change  of  Conduct  never  Rain’d  his  Fame, 

Child,  Youth,  and  Man,  his  Principles  the  fame : 

How  greatly  generous  his  lafi  Adieu  ! 

That  from  his  Friend  one  more  Confeffion  drew  : 

He  clears  his  Prince’s  Honour,  and  his  own, 

And  only  forrows — — -not  to  die  alone. 

Pledge  me,  he  cries, . one  Step  to  Heavn ,  my  Friends; 
And,  in  his  wonted  Drefs,  thereon  afcends  ; 

Scorning,  when  pafi  through  Life  with  Confidence  clear, 

In  Death  to  play  the  Hypocrite- - and  fear  : 

His  Head  adorned  with  the  ScottiJJ?  Plaid, 

H  is  Heart  confiding  upon  God  for  Aid, 

Fie,  as  a  GueR,  invites  his  welcome  Fate, 

Gallant,  Intrepid ,  Fearlefs ,  and  Sedate . 

What  fliall  we  fay?  If  both  of  them  were  bad. 

The  one  was  Coward — — *and  the  other  Mad : 

If  one  was  wrong- - the  other  in  the  Right; 

The  which - ’tis  plain  to  ev’ry  Party-Wight : 

If  each  obey’d  the  Dictates  of  his  BreaR, 

And  of  true  Worth  Sincerity  be  TeR  ; 

Then,  to  Kilmarnock’s  Penitence  give  Quarter, 

And  write  Balmerino - a  valiant  Martyr. 


AN 


EPISTLE  ro  a  FRIEND, 

'  * 

On  the  Art  of  English  Poetry. 

*^rHE  Art  of  Englifli  Poetry,  I  find, 

^  At  prefent,  Jenkins  occupies  your  Mind  ; 

You  hare  a  vaft  Deiire  to  it,  you  fay, 

And  want  my  Help  to  put  you  in  the  "Way ; 

Want  me  to  tell  what  Books  you  are  to  read ; 

How  to  begin,  at  firft,  and  how  proceed 


Now,  tho’  in  Short-hand  I  may  well  pretend 
To  give  Directions,  my  Salopian  Friend, 

As  having  had  the  Honour  to  impart 
Its  full  Perfection  to  that  Englijh  Art ; 

Which  you,  and  many  a  fagacious  Youth, 

By  fure  Experience,  know  to  be  the  Truth  ; 

Yet  how,  in  Matters  of  poetic  Reach, 

Untaught  myfelf,  fhall  I  pretend  to  teach  ?  | 

Weil  I  remember  that  my  younger  Bieaft 
The  fame  Defire,  that  reigns  in  yours,  polie It ; 

Me  Numbers  flowing  to  a  meafur  d  Time, 

Me!  fweetefl  Grace  of  Englijk  Yerfe,  the  Bhuue, 
Choice  Epithet,  and  fmooth  defcripuve  Line, 
Confpiring  all  to  finifh  one  Defign,  ^ 

Z  2 
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Strut  with  Delight,  full  negligent  of  Pixde, 

And,  thro’  mere  liking,  tempted  to  compofe, 

To  rate,  according  to  my  Schoolboy  Schemes, 

Ten  Lines  in  Verfe  worth  half  a  hundred  Themes* 

Without  one  living  Perfon  to  confult, 

The  Years  went  on,  from  tender  to  adult ; 

And,  as  for  poring  to  confult  the  dead, 

Truly,  that  never  came  into  my  Head  : 

Not  Homer ,  Virgil,  Horace  !  (if  you  alk) 

Why,  yes,  the  Rod  would  fend  me  to  the  Talk  ; 
But  all  the  Confultation  that  came  out 
Had  its  own  End— — -to  fcape  the  whipping  Bout* 
Befide,  if  Subject  wanted  to  be  fung, 

The  Mufe  was  queftion’d  in  the  vulgar  Tongue ; 
Who,  if  die  could  not  anfwer  well  in  that. 

Would  hardly  mend  herfelf  in  Greek  or  Lat. 

But  poor  Encouragement  for  you  to  hope 
That  my  Inftrudlions  will  attain  the  Scope  : 

Yet  fince  the  Help,  which  you  are  pleas’d  to  feek, 
Does  not  concern  the  Latin ,  or  the  Greek  ; 

In  ancient  Claffics,  tho’,  but  little  read, 

I  know,  and  care  as  little  what  they  laid, 

In  plain,  familiar  Englijh ,  for  your  Sake, 

This  untri’d  Province  I  will  undertake  ; 

And  Rules,  for  Verfe,  as  readily  inftill. 

As  if  Ability  had  equall’d  Will : 

Fair  Stipulation,  firft,  on  either  Side, 

In  Form,  and  Manner,  here  annex’d,  imply’d  — 


Conditions 
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Conditions  are - that,  if  the  Mufe  fhould  err, 

You  gave  th’  Occafion,  and  muft  pardon  her  : 

If  aught  occur,  on  fitting  down  to  try, 

That  may  deferve  the  calling  of  your  Eye  ; 

If  Hint  arife,  in  any  Sort,  to  fuit 

With  your  Intent - -you  fhall  be  welcome  to’t. 

You  may  remember,  when  you  firft  began 
To  learn  the  truly  tachygraphic  Plan, 

How  tracing,  Step  by  Step,  the  fimpleft  Line, 

We  grounded,  rais’d,  and  finifh’d  our  Defign  : 

How  we  examin’d  Language,  and  its  Pow’rs, 

And  then  adjufted  ev’ry  Stroke  to  ours  : 

Whilft  the  fame  Method,  follow’d,  in  the  main, 

Made  other  Matters  more  concifely  plain  ; 

Made  Engli/h^  French ,  Italian*-—-* Hebrew  too — — ~ 
Appear  the  cleared;  in  a  Short-hand  View ; 

Which,  in  all  Points,  where  Language  was  concern’d, 

* 

Explain’d  how  bed,  and  foonefi:  they  were  learn’d ; 
Shew’d  where  to  end,  as  well  as  to  commence, 

At  that  one,  central,  point  of  View— — -Good  Senfe, 

There  fix  your  Eye  then,— if  you  mean  to  writs 
Verfe  that  is  fit  to  read,  or  to  recite  : 

A  Poet,  flighting  this  initial  Pvule, 

Is  but,  at  beft,  an  artificial  Pool  ; 

Of  learning  Verfe  quite  neediefs  the  Expence, 

Plain  Profe  might  ferve  to  fhow  his  want  of  Senfe. 


But 
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But  you,  who  have  it,  and  would  give  to  Profe 
The  Grace,  that  Englifh  Poetry  beftows, 

Conftder  how  the  Short-hand  Scheme,  in  Part, 

May  be  appli’d  to  the  poetic  Art : 

To  write,  or  read  in  that,  you  underftood, 

There  muft  be  Senfe,  and  Senfe  that  mull  be  good  ; 
The  more  that  Words  were  proper,  and  exact, 

In  Book,  or  Speech,  the  more  we  could  contract : 
The  Handy  you  know,  became  a  kind  of  Teft, 

In  this  Refpect,  what  Writings  were  the  belt : 

If  incorrect  the  Language,  or  abfurd, 

It  coft  the  fuller  noting  of  each  Word; 

But,  when  more  apt,  grammatical,  and  true, 

Full  oft,  a  Letter  for  a  Word  would  do. 

Form  to  yourfelf,  directly,  the  Deftgn 
Of  fo  conftructing  a  poetic  Line  ; 

That  it  may  coft,  in  writing  it  our  Way, 

The  leaft  Expence  of  Ink,  as  one  may  fay ; 

That  Word,  orPhrafe- - inMeafure  that  you  pleafe,- 

May  come  the  neareft  to  profaic  Eafe  : 

You’ll  fee  the  Cafes  from  the  Rule  exempt, 

Whilft  it  directs,  in  gen’ral,  your  Attempt ; 

How  Word,  or  Sentence,  you  may  oft  tranfpofe, 
And  Verfe  be,  ftill,  as  natural  as  Profe. 

As  natural— -for,  tho’  we  call  it  Art, 

The  Worth  in  Poetry  is  Natures  Part  : 

Here — —  Hrtis  eft  celare  artem- — "here, 

Art  muft  be  hid  that  Nature  may  appear  ; 


So 
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So  He  conceal’d  behind  the  fhining  Glafs", 

That  Nature’s  Image  may  the  belt  repafs  : 

All  o’er,  indeed,  muft  QuickHlver  be  fpread. 

But  all  its  ufelefs  Motion  mud  lie  dead. 

The  Art  of  Swimming - next  that  comes  to  Mind— 

Perhaps  may  fhow  you  what  is  here  defign’d  : 

A  young  Beginner  ftruggling,  you  may  fee, 

With  all  his  Might - ’twas  fo  at  lead:  with  me  — 

With  all  the  Splutter  of  his  Limbs  to  fwim. 

And  keep  his  Brains,  and  Breath,  above  the  Brim; 
Whilft,  the  more  eager  he  to  gain  his  Art, 

The  iooner  ev’ry  Limb  is  thrown  athwart ; 

Till  by  Degrees  he  learns,  with  lefs  Ado, 

And  gentler  Stroke,  the  Furpofe  to  purfue  ; 

To  Nature’s  Motions  polling  he  conforms, 

Nor  puts  th’  unwilling  Element  in  Storms  ; 

Taught,  as  the  fmoother  Wave  fliall  yield,  to  yield, 
And  rule  the  Surface  of  the  watry  Field. 

Soon  as  you  can  then,  learn  to  lay  aflde 
All  wild  Endeavours  againft  Nature’s  Tide  ; 

Which  Way  Hie  bends  take  Notice,  and  comply; 

The  Verfe  that  will  not,  burn,  or  throw  it  by  : 

May  be  the  Subject  does  not  fuit  your  Skill — — 

Difmifs,  difmifs - till  one  comes  up  that  will : 

If  Senfe,  if  Nature  fuccour  not  the  Theme, 

All  Art  and  Skill  is  Strife  againft  the  Stream ; 

If  they  aflift  to  waft  your  Verfes  o’er, 

Stretch  forward,  and  poffefs  the  “wiih’d-for  Shore. 


’Twas 
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’Twas  from  a  certain  native  Senfe,  and  Wit* 

That  came - — Poela  nafcitur ,  non 

Adage  forbidding  any  rhiming  Blade, 

That  was  not  born  a  Poet,  to  be  made  : 

For  if  to  ring,  (in  Mufic)  or  to  hear. 

Require  a  natural  good  Voice,  or  Ear; 

If  Art  and  Rule  but  awkwardly  advance, 

Without  a  previous,  pliant  Shape,  to  dance. 

Well  may  the  Mufe,  before  fhe  can  infpire, 
Verfatile  Force  or  fupple  Wit  require. 

Of  this  if  Critics  fhould  demand  a  Sign, 

Strong  Inclination  fhould  be  one  of  mine  ; 

A  fair  Delire  is  feldom  known  to  fpring, 

But  where  there  is  fome  Fitnefs  for  the  Thing; 
Tho%  by  untoward  Circum  dances  check’d. 

There  lies  a  Genius,  but  without  EffeH ; 

Many  a  fine  Plant,  uncultivated,  dies ; 

And  worie,  with  more  Encouragement,  may  rife  : 

Des  Meccenates . what  had  Maro  been. 

Had  not  Mecesnas  rais’d  the  Mufe  within 

Yours,  honed  Pupil,  when  you  are  inclin’d. 
May  verlify,  according  to  your  Mind  ; 

She  has  no  Reafon,  to  no  Patron  ty’d, 

To  proftitute  her  Favours  to  a  Side  ; 

Nor  to  falfe  Tafte,  if  any  fuch  the  Age 
Shall  run  into,  to  iacrifice  her  Page  ; 

Much  lefs,  with  any  vicious  Topic  vile. 

An  Art  of  chaffer  Offspring  to  defile  : 


All 
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All  Verfe  unworthy  of  an  Englifh  Mufe, 

Of  Short-hand  Pvace,  fhe  may,  and  mull  refufe 

Ancient,  and  modern  Aptitude  to  run 
Into  fome  Errors,  which  you  ought  to  fhun. 

Will  now  and  then  occafion,  I  forefee, 

In  Place,  or  out,  a  Praecipe  from  me  : 

When  this  fhall  happen,  never  hand  to  try 
The  Wfiere  of  its  Appearance,  but  the  Why; 

Left,  by  Authorities,  or  old,  or  new, 

Youfhould  be  tempted  to  incur  them  too; 

Since  the  molt  celebrated  Names  infer 
No  Sort  of  Privilege  in  you  to  err ; 

Far  from  it - even,  where  they  may  excel!, 

Barely  to  imitate  is  not  fo  well; 

Much  lefs  fhould  their  Authority  prevail, 

Or  warrant  you  to  follow,  where  they  fail, 

’Pis  not  to  fearch  for  Precedents  alone, 

But  howto  form  a  Judgment  of  your  own; 

In  writing  Verfe  that  is  your  main  Affair, 

Main  End  of  all  my  monitory  Care, 

Who  hate  Servility  to  common  Law, 

That  keeps  an  equitable  Pvight  in  Awe ; 

By  Ufe  and  Cuftom  juftifies  its  Lot, 

Its  Modes,  and  Faihions,  whether  right,  or  not; 
Cramps  the  free  Genius,  clips  the  Mufe’s  Wing, 
And  to  one  Poet  ties  another’s  String; 

Producing,  from  their  hardly  various  Lines, 

So  many  Copies,  and  fo  few  Deftgns, 

A  a 


By 
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By  neither  Names,  nor  Numbers,  be  deter’d ; 

Nor  yield  to  mix  amongft  the fervile  Herd: 

Exert  the  Liberty,  which  all  avow, 

Tho*  Slaves  in  Practice . — and  begin  juft  now, 

Begin  with  me,  and  conftrue  what  I  write. 

Not  to  preclude  your  Judgment,  but  excite; 

Juft  as  you  once  examin’d  what  I  taught, 

From  Firft  to  laft,  with  unaddicted  Thought, 

So  while,  at  your  Requeft,  I  venture  here 
To  play  the  Matter,  fee  that  all  be  clear; 

Preferve  the  Freedom,  which  you  always  took. 

Nor,  if  it  teach  amifs,  regard  the  Book. 

Thus,  unencumber’d,  let  us  move  along. 

As  Road  fhall  lead  us,  to  the  Mount  of  Song; 

Still  keeping,  fo  far  by  Agreement  ti’d, 

Good  Verfe  in  Profpecl,  and  good  Senfe  for  Guide. 

CENSE  prefuppos’d,  and  refolute  Intent 
To  regulate  thereby  poetic  Bent, 

Let  us  examine  Language  once  again. 

As  erft  we  did  to  regulate  the  Pen ; 

And  then  obferve  how  the  peculiar  Frame 
Of  Words,  in  Englifh,  may  aftift  your  Aim. 

The  End  of  Speech,  vouchfaf’d  to  human  Kind, 
Is  to  exprefs  Conceptions  of  the  Mind  : 

By  painted  Speech,  or  Writing’s  wond’rous  Aid, 
The  Lines  of  Thought  are  legibly  difplay’d ; 


la 


(  l«7  ) 

In  any  Place,  at  any  Time  appear, 

And  filent  Figure  fpeaks  to  mental  Ear  ; 
Surprizing  Permanence  of  Meaning,  found 
For  diftant  Voice,  and  momentary  Sound  : 
Whether  by  Heav’n,  at  firft,  the  huge  Effedfc 

Reveal’d,  or  by  inventive  Wit - reflect 

What  good  may  follow,  if  a  Man  exert 
The  Talent  right,  what  Ill,  if  he  pervert; 

And  to  Exertion,  whether  good,  or  bad, 

What  Strength  engaging  Poetry  may  add; 
That,  if  fuccefsful  in  your  prefent  Drift, 

You  may  not  rifle  to  defecrate  the  Gift. 

t 

You  fee,  in  fpeaking,  or  by  Sound,  or  Ink, 

The  grand  inceptive  Caution  is - to  think  ; 

To  meafure,  ponder,  ruminate,  digeft, 

Or  Phrafe  whatever,  that  betokens  beft 
A  due  Attention  to  make  Art,  and  Skill, 

Turn  all  to  Good,  or  IcafF  of  all  to  Ill; 

Never  to  give,  on  any  warm  Pretence, 

To  juft  Obfervers  Caufe  of  juft  Offence: 

To  Truth,  to  Good,  undoubtedly,  belong 
The  Skill  of  Poets,  and  the  Charms  of  Song. 

In  Verfe,  or  Profe,  in  Nature,  or  in  Art, 
The  Head  begins  the  Movement,  or  the  Heart; 
If  both  unite,  if  both  be  clear  and  found, 

Then  may  Perfection  in  a  Work  be  found; 
Then  does  the  Preacher,  then  the  Poet  ftiine, 
And  juftly  take  the  Title  of  Divine. 

A  a  2 


By 
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By  common  Senfe  the  World  has  been  all  led 
To  make  Diflindlion  of  the  Heart  and  Head; 
Diftindlion  worthy  of  your  keened  Ken, 

In  paffing  Judgment  upon  Books,  and  Men; 

Upon  Yourfelf,  before  you  fhall  fubmit 
To  other  Judges  what  Yourfelf  has  writ. 

The  Heart,  the  Head,  it  may  fuffice  to  note, 
Two  different  Kinds  of  Poetry  promote; 

One  more  fublime,  more  facred,  and  fevere. 

That  fhines  in  Poetry’s  celedial  Sphere  ; 

One  of  an  ufefull,  tho’  an  humbler  Birth, 

That  ornaments  its  lower  Globe  of  Earth; 

Thefe  we  fhall  here  afcribe,  if  you  think  fit, 

One  to  good  Senfe,  the  other  to  good  Wit; 

And  grant  that,  whichfoever  be  difplay’d, 

It  mud  have  fomething  of  the  others  Aid; 
Without  fome  Wit  Solidity  is  dull, 

As  bad  the  fprightly  Nonfenfe,  to  the  full. 

To  clothe  them  both  in  Language,  and  by  Rule, 
Let  us  again  revife  the  Short-hand  School, 

And  trace  the  branching  Stamens  of  Difcourfe 
From  their  moll  plain  and  prhnmerly  Refource. 
Four  Parts  of  Speech,  you  know,  we  us’d  to  make 
The  bed  Arrangement,  for  Enquiry’s  Sake; 

And  how,  lpontaneous,  to  determine  thofe, 

The  Noun,  and  Adnoun,  Verb,  and  Adverb  rofe. 
Occurring  Hints,  but  to  no  StifFnefs  ti’d 
Of  formal  Method,  let  thefe  four  divide; 


They 
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They  do,  in  Taft,  partition  out,  you  know, 

The  Senfe  of  Words,  as  far  as  Words  can  go; 

For  of  a  Thing  the  clear  ideal  Senfe, 

i 

The  Properties  that  really  fpring  from  thence. 
Actions,  and  Modes  of  Action  that  enfue, 

Muft  all  unite  to  make  the  Language  true ; 

If  falfe,  fome  one  or  other  of  thefe  four 
Unvails  Delulion  ent’ring  at  its  Door; 

But — - — wonted  Leftons  I  (hall  here  pafs  by. 

Trailing  to  your  Remembrance  — — -and  apply. 

The  Noun,  the  Name,  the  Subftantive,  the  Thing, 
Let  reprefent  the  Subject  that  you  ling; 

The  main,  eflential  Matter,  whereupon 
You  mean  to  fet  the  Mufe  at  Work  anon: 

E’er  you  begin  the  Verfe  that  you  intend, 

Refpice  finem - think  upon  its  End; 

One  iingle  Point,  on  which  you  are  to  fix, 

Muft  govern  all  that  you  ill  all  intermix; 

Before  you  queft  for  Circumftances  round, 

Pen  down,  at  firft,  the  Center  of  your  Ground; 
Each  periodic  Incident  when  paft. 

Examine  gently  whether  that  be  fail: 

How  can  you  help,  if  it  iliould  e'er  come  out, 
Miftaking  quite  the  Point  you  are  about? 

How,  with  no  Tether  fix’d  to  your  Defigns, 

Help  incoherent,  loofe,  unmeaning  Lines  ?  rh 

■*  t*OD  '  '"O'."  ,'j .  ■  •  ; 

You  need  not  aik  of  clafitc  Rome,  or  Greece, 

Whether  your  Work  iliould  all  be  of  a  Piece ; 

/ 


The 
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The  Thing  Is  plain  — — and  all  that  Rule  can  tell 
Is- — Memorandum  to  obferve  it  well  ; 

To  frame,  whatever  you  fhall  interfperfe 
Of  Decoration,  well  connected  Verfe; 

That  fhall,  whatever  may  acrofs  be  fpread. 

From  End  to  End,  maintain  an  equal  Thread; 

That  Botch,  or  Fateh,  or  clumfy,  aukward  Seam 
Mar  not  poetic  Unity  of  Theme. 

This  Theme,  or  Subject,  for  your  Englifh  Mufe 
Belongs,  of  right,  to  you  and  her  to  choofe  : 

Your  own  unbias’d  Inclinations  beft 
The  freeer  Topics  for  a  Verfe  fuggeft; 

All,  within  Bound  of  Innocence,  is  free  ; 

And  you  may  range,  without  confulting  me, 

The  juft,  delightfull,  and  extenftve  Sphere  ; 

All  elfe - what  need  of  Caution  to  forbear  ? 

None - if  the  Bards,  and  fome  of  them  renown’d. 

Had  not  tranfgreft,  and  overleap’d  the  Bound  ; 

This  may  indeed  bid  you  to  have  a  Care, 

Me,  to  renew  the  Warning  to  beware  ; 

While,  unreftrain’d,  you  fet  yourfelf  the  Talk, 

Let  it  be  liarmlefs,  and  ’tis  ail  I  afk. 

Some,  to  be  fure,  more  excellent,  and  grand. 
Your  praGic’d  Genius  may  in  Time  demand  ; 

To  thefe  in  View,  no  Doubt,  you  may,  in  Will, 
Devote,  at  prefent,  your  compleater  Skill ; 

And  whilft,  in  little  Eftays,  you  exprefs, 

Or  clothe  a  Thought  in  verfifying  Drefs, 


On 
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On  fair  Ideas  they  may  turn,  and  juft, 

And  pave  the  W ay  to  fomething  more  auguft  : 

If  well  your  earlier  Specimens  intend, 

From  fmall  Beginnings  you  may  greatly  end  ; 

W rite  what  the  Good  may  praife,  as  they  perufe. 
And  blefs,  with  no  unfruitfull  Fame,  the  Mufe. 

A  youthfull  Mufe,  a  fprightly  one,  may  crave 

To  intermix  the  Chearfull  with  the  Grave - - 

Indulge  her  Choice,  nor  flop  the  flowing  Stream, 
Where  Verfe  adorns  an  inoffenfive  Theme. 

Un will’d  Endeavour  is  the  fame  as  faint. 

And  Brifk  will  languifh  if  it  feel  Conftraint  s 
From  Talk  impos’d,  from  any  Kind  of  Force, 

A  ftiff,  and  ftarch’d  Production  comes,  of  courfe; 
Unlefs  it  fuit,  as  it  may  chance  to  do, 

The  prcfent  Humour  of  the  Mufe,  and  you  : 
Sooner,  fo  afk’d,  that  willing  Numbers  flow. 

The  more  acceptable,  and  a  propes  ; 

Tho’  prompt,  if  proper  the  Occafion  rife. 

Her  nimbler  Aid  no  gen’rous  Mufe  denies  ; 

But  if  a  fair,  and  friendly  Call  invite, 

Speeds  on  the  Verfe  to  opportune  Delight; 

Cuts  all  Delays  to  Satisfaction  fhort. 

When  Friends,  and  Seafons  are  in  Temper  for’t : 
As,  by  this  prefent  Writing,  one  may  fee, 

Dear  Mufe  of  mine,  is  juft  the  Cafe  with  thee. 

A  gen’rous  Mufe,  I  muft  again  repeat, 

Difdains  the  poor,  poetical  Conceit. 


Of 
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Of  poaching  Verfe,  for  perianal  Repute/ 

And  writing  — -  only  to  be  thought  to  do’t ; 

Without  regarding  one  of  its  chief  Ends, 

At  once  to  profit,  and  to  pleafure  Friends. 

Tho’  to  the  Bard  fhe  dictate  fir  ft  the  Line, 

The  Readers  Benefit  is  her  Defign  : 

Miftaken  Poets  feek  for  private  Fame  ; 

*Tis  gen’ral  Ufe  that  fanCtifies  the  Name. 

Be  free,  and  choofe  what  SubjeCl  then  you  will. 

But  keep  your  Readers  in  Remembrance  {till. 

Your  future  Judges - tho’  ’tis  in  your  Choice 

In  what  Committees  who  fhall  have  a  Voice  : 

Their  Satisfaction  if  the  Mufe  prefers, 

And  their  Efteem,  who  juftly  merit  hers, 

They  who  do  not,  however  prompt  of  Throat, 

Stand  all  excluded  from  the  legal  Vote, 

Verfe  any  Readers,  for  whom  Verfe  is  writ, 

May  to  the  Prefs,  or  to  the  Flames  commit : 

A  Poet  figns  the  Judgment  on  his  Verfe, 

If  Readers,  worthy  to  be  pleas’d,  rehearfe; 

But,  when  the  Blockheads  meddle  in  the  Caufe, 
Laughs  at  their  Blame,  and  fmiles  at  their  Applaufe. 

’Twill  add  to  future  verfifying  Eafe 
To  think  on  Judges,  whom  you  ought  to  pleafe  5 
To  fancy  fome  of  your  feleCted  Friends 
Difcufilng  Points,  to  which  a  Subject  tends  ; 

By  whom  you  guefs  it  would  be  well  difcufs’d. 

And  Judgment  form’d,  that  you  might  fafely  truft ; 


If 
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If  you  conceive  them  fitting  on  the  Bench, 

Hints,  what  is  fit  to  add,  or  to  retrench. 

Anticipating  Fancy  may  fupply, 

And  lave  the  Trouble  to  the  real  Eye  : 

Judgment  awaken’d  may  improve  the  Theme 
T  ith  righter  Verdin,  tho’  the  Court’s  a  Dream. 

To  R.  L.  Efquire. 

On  his  lending 

The  AUTHOR  a  HARE, 


According  to  an  annual  Cuftom. 


*WHAT!  another  Hare  Peter !  well,  fo  much  the  better; 

I  acknowledge  myfelf  to  be  doubly  your  Debtor; 
Shou’d  ha’  thank’d  you  indeed  for  the  laft  afore  now. 
But  the  Forelock  of  Time  has  been  fhort,  of  fomehowt 
I  hope  you  wont  take  it,  Sir,  as  an  Affront ; 

’Twas  an  excellent  good  one,  for  what  there  was  on’t; 
But  fince,  by  your  Favour  here,  two  at  a  Time; 

Let  that  be  for  Senfe,  and  this  other  for  Rhime. 

B  b  II.  Indeed 


*  N.  B.  The  Author  had,  this  Year,  received  two  Hares  from  his 
Friend,  and  wrote  the  following  Vcrfes  in  Anfwer  to  the  Receipt  of  the 
latter. 
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li. 

Indeed  when  old  Jackfon  your  Namefake,  and  Neigh¬ 
bour, 

Had  brought,  what  you  call’d  there,  the  Fruits  of  your 

Labour, 

Of  a  whole  Days  whole  Labour !  fo  labour’d  the  Mountain, 
Thought  I,  and  when  got  to  the  End  of  her  Counting, 
While  the  Neighbours  all  round  her,  with  Wonder  Truck 
dumb, 

Stood  to  fee  what  huge  Moafter  was  coming  to  come, 

At  laft,  and  with  much  ado,  bro’t  forth  a  Hero, 

When  dreft,  wou’d  have  made  much  the  fame  Bill  of 
Fare-o. 


IIL 

Not  that  I  lik’d  your  Prefent  one  Penny  the  worfe; 
No,  if  you  think  fo,  you  are  out  of  your  Courfe; 
Your  Intention  had  had  the  fame  Courtefy  in’t,  if 
The  Fruits  of  your  Labour  were  ne’er  fo  dimin’tive:  • 
Nor  fliould  I  have  fail’d  of  my  Thanks,  if  old  Jackfon 
Had  not  told  me,  that  he  was  oblig’d  to  go  back  foon ; 
I  began  once  to  write,  but  I  could  not  proceed  in’t. 
And  indeed,  as  it  happens-- - ’tis  well  that  I  didn’t. 

IV. 

! 

Had  I  anfwer’d  your  Minor ,  perhaps,  ’tis  a  Wager 
Whether  ever,  or  no,  I  had  heard  of  your  Major ; 


But' 


(  *95  ) 

But  now,  having  laid  down  your  Premifes  twain, 

The  Conclufion  is  good,  and  the  Conference  plain : 

For  as  old  Ariftotle  faid,  fome  Time  agon, 

Two  Hens,  and  two  Bacons  are  better  than  one; 

Second  Hares  are  the  bed,  as  a  Body  may  fay, 

D’ye  take  Sir  the  Force  of  the  Argument?  hay? 

V. 

But  as  after  your  fhort  Hare  you  fent  a  long  Ditto, 

So  you  fhou’d  by  your  Letter,  and  lengthen  out  it  too: 
You  made  me  to  cry,  with  your  bit  of  a  Scrawl, 

Like  our  Trinity  Friend,  you  know  who - is  this  all 1 

I  expected  to  find  an  Account  of  M'ifs  Pufs 

As  long  as  my  Arm,  and  to  fob  me  off  thus ! - 

I  thought,  when  a  Cnejhire  Squire  lent  a  Hare  hither. 

That,  at  leaft,  he’d  ha’  fent - —the ‘Hare’s  Pedigree  with 

her. 


VI. 

*Sir  Peter  of  Cbefer  wou’d  ne’er  have  been  hind ’red 
From  fearching  of  Writings,  to  find  out  their  Kindred; 
The  Field  they  were  in  he’d  ha’  blazon’d,  I  trow; 

And  ha’  fhow’d  if  your  Hares  had  been  Coheirs ,  or  no; 
With  many  fuch  Queftions,  fo  nice,  and  lo  knotty. 

Of  which  you  have  faid — — not  a  Syllable  — — — 

Yet  you  fancy  that  I  fhou’d  have  fomewhat  to  fay  t’em, 
As  if  I  had  an’thing  to  do — —but  to  eat  ’em. 

B  b  2  VIII.  “  Dr. 


'4:  Sir  P,  Lek-ejler ,  who  published  the  Antiquities  of  Chejl  ire , 
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vir.  • 

•  -  •  ;  *  -  •  N  t 

14  Dr.  John,  ’tis  long  fince  1  receiv'd  any  Poe * 
t(  try ,  Argot  Pve  feni  Hare  and  Service  unto  ye." 

Very  good,  Matter  Peter ;  you  think,  I  fuppofe. 

That  Verfes,  with  me,  are  as  common  as  Profe  — 

44  I  fend  you  a  Hare - fend  you  me  a  Conceit - * 

Is  the  old  Grammar  Rule  then  gone  out  of  your  Pate  ? 
Did  your  Matter  ne’er  tell  you,  amongft  other  Stories, 
The  Diff  hence  betwixt  Le fores ,  and  Leg  ores  ? 

VIII. 

The  latt  Time,  indeed,  that  you  fent  me  a  Hare, 

My  Fury  was  mov’d  with  another  Affair; 

And  the  Creature  arriv’d  juft  as  I  had  my  Head  full 
Of  a  *  Butcher- Hall  Challenge,  fodire,  and  lo  dreadful- — — - 
But  now  our  dear  Friend  is  remov’d  to  Chcapjidey 
With  right  Hand,  and  left  Hand,  and  Pen  laid  afide; 
And,  for  fear  I  fhou’d  take  his  Bread  from  him,  has 
fled  {freight, 

From  Butcher- Hall  Lane,  to  the  Corner  of  Bread-jlreet . 

IX.  Having 

*  Alluding  to  an  Advert! fement  appearing,  at  that  Time,  in  the  public 
News-papers,  wherein  Wefton  (concerning  whom  fee  the  Note  P.  1 6.) 
averted  the  fuperior  Excellence  of  his  own  Method  of  writing  Short¬ 
hand,  in  point  of  Expedition;  and  offered  to  make  Tryal  of  Skid 
therein  with  our  Author  or  any  of  his  Scholars. 
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IX. 

Having  put  our  Antagonift  therefore  to  Flight, 

I  return  to  the  Hare  here - adzooks  what  a  Weight! 

The  laft  that  you  lent  us  was  prefently  gone. 

But  this,  o’  my  Word,  is  a  Whopper  o’  one - 

Adzookus,  whene’er  we  begin  to  fee  th’  End  on’t. 

We’ll  remember,  old  Arnold  !  thy  worthy  Defcendant; 
With  Knives,  and  with  Forks,  and  with  Spoons  we  will 
thump  her. 

And  then  to  the  Ladies  of  Toft- — —in  a  Bumper. 


To  the  S  A  M  E, 

In  Anfwer  to  the  following  Letter, 


Dear  Byrom, 

A  Toft  Hare  was  ufed  in  former  Days  to  produce  a  Copy  of 
Verfes ,  and  1  hope  you  fill  like  Hares  as  well  as  I  do  Verfes  ; 
he  that  as  it  will,  1  Jhall  be  glad  to  hear  in  Verfe  or  Profe  that 
you  are  as  well  as  I  could  with  you  to  be.  I  grow  old ,  fir  Ut¬ 
ile  from  home ,  and  lament  I  am  not  able  to  pat  my f elf  in  your 
way  as  formerly. 

P.  S.  K.  George  and  Mr.  Pitt  are  it  feems 
at  prefent  the  Darlings  of  the  Nation,  1  foall 
hereafter  be  furprifcd  at  nothing. 

Killed  i  fh  Nov . 

DEAR 


(  198  ; 

DiAR  Pater ,  this  tells  you,  as  foon  as  it  cou’d, 

That  theHare,  which  you  fent  us,  was  tender,  and  good; 

And  we  fend  you  thanks  for  it - You  fay,  “  a  Toft  Hare 

Was  wont  io  produce  a  Verfe  copied  Affair”  - - - 

Which  is  true,  in  the  main ;  but  Philosophers,  oft, 

Give  EffeHs  to  wrong  Caufes ;  it  neither  was  Toft , 

Nor  Hare,  that  was  realty  productive  of  Metre  ; 

But,  as  here  you  may  fee  by  Self-evidence - -Peter. 

II. 

The  Hare  was  no  more  than  occailonal  Item , 

That,  if  Verfes  were  willing,  one  might  as  well  write  ’em  ; 
And  Toft ,  tho’  within  but  a  few  Mi  lie  Paffus , 

Was  as  fit  for  the  Purpole,  as  foreign  Pamaffus  : 

It's  good-natur’d  Owner  was  proximate  Caufe 
Of  the  free-flowing  Bhime,  and  its  modifi-d  Paufe ; 

The  Pheebus ,  at  whofe  Innuendo ,  the  Mufe 

tier  Affiflance,  jam  nunc ,  knows  not  how  to  refufe, 

III. 

Still,  it  feems,  you  like  Verfe ,  as  you  hope  I  like  Hare- 
Ay,  for  Intercourfe  fake,  not  the  worth  of  the  Ware  : 
Shops  would  anfwer  your  Tafte  with  a  much  better  Line; 
And  Shambles,  with  full  as  good  Provender,  mine  : 

Nay,  if  one  fhou’d  reilecl  upon  Cruelty’s  Source, 

In  the  Gentlemen  Butchers,  the  Hunt,  and  the  Course, 

’Twere 
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’Twere  enough  to  prevent  either  Pudding,  or  Jelly, 
From  ftoring  fuch  Careafs  within  a  Man’s  Belly. 

IV. 

Still  I  think  of  old  Elwall,  invited  to  fup 
At  your  Chefter  Abode,  when  a  Hare  was  cut  up, 

How  he  gave  me  this  Anfwer,  concerning  this  Prog, 

—  * — Doji  thou  ever  eat  Hare  ?— — Do'Ji  thou  ever  eat  Dog  ? 
Don’t  think  that,  hereby,  one  intends  to  degrade 
The  Prefentment,  Sir  Peter ,  which  now  you  have  made 
I  would  only  lugged;  that  the  Thanks,  which  I  render, 
Stand  up,  on  their  Feet,  not  to  Hare,  but  Hare-fender 

V. 


Whofe  Cafe  you  defcribe  fo  exa&ly  like  mine. 

That  it  runneth  almoft  in  a  parallel  Line ; 

Ton  grow  old - 1  grow  older - - ftir  little  from  home— 

I  lels ;  and  abroad  more  unable  to  roam — - — 

Tou  lament  that  you  cannot  come  in  a  Friend's  way , 

Hs  you  formerly  could - the  fame  alfo  I  fay. 

Now,  the  Cafe  being  common,  how  fihould  it  afifedt  us  .? 
Seeing—- —Aliter  non  ftt  Avite ,  Sene  FI  us 


VI. 


With  Gratitude  fir  ft,  as  I  take  it- - a  Truth, 

Which  is  common,  indeed,  both  to  Age,  and  to  Youth; 

But 
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But,  if  Toil tli  has  neglected  to  fill  up  that  Page, 

(My  cafe)  it  belongs  to  Executor  Age 

To  fupply  the  defeat,  which,  tho’  negligent,  Bill, 

We  fuppofe  the  faid  Youth  to  have  had  in  its  Will  ; 

Old  Seneclus  is  ti’d  then,  for  Benefits  lent  us, 

To  pay  the  juft  Debts  of  Tejlator  Juventus . 

VII.  ~ 

With  Temperance  next — — fince  if  Gratitude  binds, 

For  the  fake  of  paft  Youth,  our  Senejcenter  Minds, 

They  muff,  in  a  Body  more  fubjecl  to  Phthific, 

.Guard  againft  all  Excefs,  and  turn  Food  into  Phyfic  : 
One  fees  how  corpufcular  Eating,  and  Drinking, 

Make  Youth,  in  its  Mentals,  fo  ftout,  and  unthinking; 
Age,  therefore,  altho’  not  fo  paunchful,  or  pateful, 
Will  be  much  better  off,  being  fober,  and  grateful. 

VIII. 

\ 

Two  Helps,  without  which  the  meer  animal  Pow’r, 

In  young  or  old  Blood,  grows  inilpid,  or  four  ; 

If  the  two  Ventilators  of  Life  do  not  mix, 

Old  Age  would,  I  find,  be  as  crofs  as  two  Sticks  : 

O  grant  me,  ye  Pow’rs  both  of  Verfe,  and  of  Profe, 

To  be  thoughtful,  and  thankful,  choofe  how  the  World 
goes  ! 

Not  (tho5  the  old  Man  fhould  become  twice  a  Child) 

To  be  peevifh  and  fretful,  but  placid  and  mild. 


IX.  Now 
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IX. 

Now  as  touching  K.  George,  and  his  Penfioner  Pitt, 
Your  two  prefent  Darlings  of  national  Wit; 

And  the  ftrange  Alterations,  that  feem,  in  your  Eyes, 

So  great,  as  if  nothing  henceforth  could  furprife ; 

If  you  have  not  yet  feen  Men,  and  Matters  fo  vary, 

As  to  bring;  you,  before,  to  a  Nil  admirari , 

In  this  changeable  Ifland,  one  need  not  be  told 
That  you  are  but  a  Youngfter— — but  newly  grown  old, 

X. 

What  a  Pleafure  to  come  has  our  Coming  to  Age, 

To  emancipate  Thought  from  fo  fhifting  a  Stage  \ 

And  to  fix  it  on  Matters,  that  will,  in  all  Cafes, 

Stand  firm  on  their  folid,  immoveable  Bafes; 

Real  Objects  1- - Your  Epitaph,  elfe,  on  the  Hare— 

Kill’d  November  13th- - is  but  one  of  a  Pair 

With  a  poor  hunted  Peer’s,  Decollat.  fuchaDay— 
What  more  than  the  Pufs  has  the  Peerage,  I  pray  l 

XI. 

It  would  elfe  be  too  true,  what  comes  into  my  Mind, 
How  our  old  Mafter  Bentley  divided  Mankind — — 

He  was  talking  of  Short-Hand,  and  how  an  erroneous 
Nat  are  the  Blockheads  had  made  Suetonius 

To  write,  for  Not  are - the  World,  he  then  faid. 

Was  made  up  of  two  Sorts — —Worriers- — — Worried - — — 

C  c  Dicky 
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Dicky  he  told  me,  fhould  learn,  and  amidfl  the  World’s 
Hurry, 

As  the  potenter  Choice,  be  a  Lawyer*- — -and  worry. 

XII. 


You  fee  now,  old  Friend,  how  intentional  Aim 
Sets  out,  to  comply  with  your  Copyhold  Claim  ; 

And  how  Age  would  run  on,  if  the  Mufe  did  not  fix 
The  Rythmus  of  Dadlyls  to  ninety  and  fix  ; 

And  prompt  what  the  Houihold  requires  me  to  add - 

That,  to  hear  of  Toft  Wellfare,  they  always  are  glad; 
Being  always  pofiefs’d  of  a  competent  Stock 
Of  the  heft  of  good  IVifhes  for  all  your  whole  Flock . 


On  INOCULATION. 

Written  when  it  firlt  began  to  be  prac¬ 
ticed  in  England. 

I. 

J  Heard  two  Neighbours  talk,  the  other  Night, 

About  this  new  Diftemper-giving  Plan, 

Which  fome  fo  wrong,  and  others  think  fo  right; 

Short  was  the  Dialogue— —and  thus  it  ran. 


II.  If 
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ir. 

If  I  had  twenty  Children,  of  my  own, 

I  would  inoculate  them  ev’ry  one. - 

Ay,  but  fhould  any  of  them  die !  what  Moan 
Would  then  be  made,  for  venturing  thereupon? 

III. 

No;  I  fhould  think  that  I  had  done  the  beft; 
And  be  refign’d,  whatever  fhould  befall.— 
But  could  you  really  be  fo  quite  at  Red? 

I  could - -Then  why  inoculate  at  all? 

IV. 

Since  to  reftgn  a  Child  to  God,  who  gave. 

Is  full  as  eafy,  and  as  juft  a  Part, 

When  ftck,  and  led  by  Nature  to  the  Grave, 
As  when  in  Health,  and  driv’n  to  it  by  Art, 


A  N 
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A  N 

ANSWER  to  fome  ENQUIRIES, 


CONCERNING 

The  A  U  T  El  O  R ’s  Opinion  of  a  Sermon  preach' 
ed  at—  upon  the  Operation  of  the  Eloiy  Spirit. 


g  AY  to  the  Sermon  ? - -"Why,  you  all  were  by. 

And  heard  its  whole  Contents,  as  well  as  I— 
Without  difcuffing  what  the  Preacher  faid, 

I’ll  tell  you,  Sirs,  what  came  into  my  Elead. 

While  he  went  on,  and  learnedly  perplext 
The  genuine  Meaning  of  his  chofen  Text, 

I  caft  my  Eyes  above  him,  and  explor’d 
The  Dove-like  Form  upon  the  founding  Board. 

That  Bird,  thought  I,  was  put  there  as  a  Sign 
What  Kind  of  Spirit  guides  a  good  Divine  : 

Such  as,  at  fir  ft,  taught  Preachers  to  impart 
The  pure  and  limple  Gofpel  to  the  Eleart  : 

A  perfect,  plain,  intelligible  Rule, 

Without  the  dark  Diftindtions  of  the  School ; 


That 
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yhat,  with  a  nice,  fophiftical  Difguife, 

Hide  the  clear  Precepts  from  the  People’s  Eyes. 

Whatever  Doctrine  in  one  Age  was  true 
Muft  needs  be  fo  in  all  fucceeding  too  ; 

Tho'  Circumftance  may  change - its  inward  Aim, 

Tin  o’  ev’ry  outward  State,  is  ftill  the  fame. 

No  thinking  Chriftian  can  be  pleas’d  to  hear 
Men,  who  pretend  to  make  the  Scripture  clear. 
With  low  Remarks,  upon  the  Letter  play. 

And  take  the  Spirit  of  it  quite  away. 

Be  Time,  or  Place,  or  Perfon,  or  what  will. 

Urg’d  in  Support  of  fuch  a  wretched  Skill, 

It  all  amounts  but  to  a  vain  Pretence, 

That  robs  the  Gofpel  of  its  real  Senfe, 

Taught  by  the  Saviour,  and  by  holy  Men, 

’Tis,  now,  the  very  fame  that  it  was  then  ; 

Not  to  be  alter’d  by  unhallow’d  Pains  ; 

The  W orld  may  vary,  but  the  Truth  remains. 

Its  confecrated  Phrafes,  one  would  think, 

That  Priefts,  and  Pulpits,  were  not  made  to  link  ; 

Profaner  Wits  can  do  it  that  Difgrace - 

What  Need  of  holy  Orders  in  the  Cafe  ? 

The  modifh,  critical  Haranguer,  heard, 

May  be  admir’d ;  may  be  perhaps  prefer’d  ; 


•4 
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Who  finks  the  Dilates  of  the  facred  Page 
Down  to  the  Maxims  of  the  prefent  Age. 

But,  o’er  his  founding  Canopy,  why  bring 
The  harmlefs  Dove  to  fpread  its  hov’ring  Wing  ? 
How,  in  the  Church,  by  fuch  a  Shape,  expreft 
Fuilnefs  of  Brain,  and  Emptinefs  of  Bread:  ? 

Of  Heads  fo  fatten’d,  and  of  Hearts  fo  ftarv’d, 

A  different  Emblem  fliould,  methinks,  be  carv’d  ; 
The  Owl  of  Athens ,  and  not  Sion's  Dove , 

The  Bird  of  Learning - noi  the  Bird  of  Love , 


Remarks  on  Dr.  BROWN’s  Eftimate, 


Written  in  the  Character  of  a  Lady. 

I. 


The  Book  appears,  to  my  perufing  Sight, 

So  rambling,  fcambling,  florid,  and  polite. 
That,  tho’  a  manly  fkill  may  trace  the  Clue, 

A  fimple  Female  knows  not  what  to  do; 

Where  to  begin  Remark,  or  where  to  clofe, 
Loft  in  a  thoufand —-Beauties,  I  fuppofe. 


II.  One 
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II. 


One  Teeming  Proof  of  fuch  a  Coalition 

Of  num’rous  Beauties  is - a  fifth  Edition  ; 

As,  reading  Authors,  I  have  juft  now  found 

In  the  Whitehall— — Price  Three  and  Six-pence  bound; 

Many  a  good  Book,  but  lefs  of  Print  conciie, 

Lefs  clean  of  Margin,  fells  for  half  the  Price. 

III. 

So  that  the  Nation  grows  .in  Books,  ’tis  plain, 

*  Luxurious ,  effeminate  and  vain: 

That  is,  the  Purchafers— — or,  if  I  durit, 

I  would  have  faid  the  Writers  of  ’em  firft; 

And  the  luxuriant  Framer  of  this  Plan, 

Firft  of  the  firft,  fhould  be  the  leading  Man. 

IV. 

Somewhere,  before  the  Middle  of  the  uook. 

It  feems,  the  Author,  whom  I  really  too^ 

But  for  a  Politician,  was  in  fine, 

To  my  Surprize,  a  Protestant  Divine  ; 

*  We  may  -with  Truth  and  Candour  conclude  that  the  ruling  CharaFer  of  the 
frefent  Times  is  that  of  a  vain,  luxurious ,  and  felfjh  Effeminacy.  Brown  s 

EJUmate ,  SeF.  6th. 
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A  Protestant  Divine!  in  whole  high  Flight 
#The  Queftion  capital  is — --  who  ill  a  11  fight ? 

V, 

Not  who  fhall  pay - as  fome  Divines  have  plan’d* 

One  has  heaid  tell,  the  capital  Demand : 

Both  needkfs  Queftions,  when  Divines  arofe, 

Who  neither  fil’d  their  Friends,  nor  fought  their  Foes. 
Now,  what  more  vain,  effeminate-  luxurious , 

Than  Parfon’s  Talk,  fo  capitally  furious  ? 

VI. 

Truly,  the  Works  of  Diftaff,  and  of  Needle 
Are  worth  whole  Volumes  of  courageous  Tweedle; 

With  the  Sum  total - “  Britons!  all  be  free; 

“  Take  the  Brown  Musket  up,  and  follow  me: 

“  Let  US  be  ft  rung ,  be  hardy ,  fiurdy ,  rough  ; 

“  Till  we  are  all  beatifi’d  in  Buff. 

I.  With 

*  It  hath  been  urged  indeed  as  a  Proof  that  the  natural  Spirit  of  Defence  is 
not  yet  extinguijhed ,  that  we  raifcd  fuch  large  Sums  during  the  Rebellion,  and 
fill  continue  fuch  plentiful  Supplies  for  the  ftpport  oj  our  Fleets  and  Armies _ 
This  is  ■ weak  Reafoning  :  For  - will  not  Cowardice  at  leaf,  as  foon  as  Courage 
part  with  a  Shilling,  or  a  Pound,  to.  avoid  Danger  f—Tbe  capital  Spue f  ion  there¬ 
fore  fill  remains — “  Not  who  Jh  all  payt  but  who  fall  fight  f  Sell.  6th . 


I 
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L 

*  m  I T  H  Manners  juft  the  fame,  as  we  are  told, 

**  Men  are  effeminate,  and  Women  bold  : 
flf  aught  like  Satire,  or  like  Ridicule, 

Should  feem  to  rife,  we  muft  apply  this  Rule 
To  folve  the  Cafe — — >and  fo,  I  think,  we  may 
It  comes  from  holly’s  natural  Diiplay, 

II. 

•  •  V  .  _  .  •  ■  4  %  '  •  1 

Perfon  and  Drefs  is  left  us  to  apply. 

And  little  elfe,  to  know  the  Sexes  by  : 

Chara&eriftics,  formerly  made  out. 

Are  now  confounded  by  a  prefent  Rout : 

All  would  be  loft,  if,  as  the  Caffock  warm, 

With  Rage  as  juft,  the  Petticoat  fliould  arm, 

.  •  •  '-s-  •  “  ■* 

III. 

-  c 

But  while  Men  fight,  both  clergyfi’d  and  lav, 

Who  left  but  Women  to  cry - Let  us  pray  ! 

s  D  d  While 


»  The  Sexes  have  now  little  other  apparent  DiJIinBian  leyond  that  of  Perfon 
and  Drefs :  Their  peculiar  and  eharaBeriJHc  Manners  are  confounded  andloji; 
The  one  Sex  having  advanced  into  Boldaefs,  as  the  other  have  funk  tnto  Efentt- 

’“t'ftmte*  attempted  a  ftmple  Delineation  of  the  ruling  Manners  of  the 
Til.'  If  any  Thing  like  Ridicule  appears  ,0  mix  Ufelf north  t,s  Renew ,« 

anfch  no.  from  .he  Aggravation,  but  the  natural  D.fplay  of  Folly. 
2*8,  $. 
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While  Men  are  marshalling  in  Profs  Pindaric 
Religion ,  Virtue ,  Warburton ,  and  Garrick , 

Women  mu  ft  pray,  that  Heav’n  would  yet  annex 
Some  little  Grace  to  the  Talk  valiant  Sex. 

IV. 

Love  of  our  Country  is  the  manly  Sound, 

That  clads,  in  Armour,  all  the  Virtues  round  : 

Where  is  this  lovely  Country  to  be  fought  ? 

Why,  ’tis  Great  Britain,  in  their  little  Thought: 
And  the  two  States,  which  thefe  Divines  advance. 

The  Heav'n  of  England ,  and  the  Hell  of  France, 

V. 

Women  muft  pray  —and,  if  Divines  can  reach 
No  higher  a  Theology— — muft  preach. 

This  World  —this  Sea-bound  Spot  of  it- - -may  feein 

The  central  Paradife,  in  Men’s  Efteem, 

Who  have  great  Souls  ;  but  Women,  who  have  none, 
Have  other  Realms  to  fix  their  Hearts  upon, 

VI. 

If  fuch  there  be — -—the  only  certain  Scheme 
To  guard  againft  each  poffible  Extreme, 

Is  to  put  on,  amidft  the  World’s  Alarms, 

With  a  good  Heart,  our  real  Country’s  Arms  ; 

Faith,  Hope,  and  Patience,  from  the  Tow’rs  above, 
All-bearing  Meekness,  and  all-conqu’ring  Love. 

REMARKS 


REMARKS  on  a  PAMPHLET, 

entitled, 

*  EPISTLES  to  the  GREAT, 

From  ARISTIPPUS  in  Retirement. 

In  a  LETTER  to  Dr.  S— . 

J^OCTOR,  this  new  poetic  Species 
Serncl  may  do ;  but  never  decks  : 

For  a  Cbapelle,  or  a  Cbuulisu , 

The  new  devis’d  Conceit  may  do ; 

In  rambling  Rhimes,  La  Farre ,  and  G refit. 

And  eafy  Diction,  may  exprefs  it; 

Or  Madam’s  Mufe,  Dejhoulieres , 

Improve  it  farther  ftili  than  theirs : 

But,  in  the  Name  of  all  the  Nine, 

Will  an  epiftolary  Line, 

In  Englifh  Verfe,  and  Englifh  Senfe, 

Admit,  to  give  them  both  Offence, 

D  d  2  <£  The 


*  Thefe  EpifHes  were  publiflied  in  the  Year  i7S7-  The  Species  of 

i<  p0dry,  (fays  the  Editor)  in  which-  they  are  written,  has  been  fid  with 
u  great  Succefs  among  the  French ,  by  Chap  ell  e,  Chaulieu,  La 
ii  Farre,  Gresset,  Madam  Deshoulieres,  and  Others.”— To 
quote  from  them  all  the  Expreffions  alluded  to  in  the  following  Verfes, 
would  but  fwell  out  the  Notes  to  an  unnecefiary  Length.  It  is  thought 
fufticient  therefore  to  diftinguifh  fuch  Allufions  by  Italic  Characters. 


(  212  ) 

et  fbe  Gaulbred  Infipiditee 
Of  this  new  fansl’d  Melodee? 

O 

Indeed  it  won’t- — —if  Gallic  Phrafe 
Can  bear  with  fuch  enervate  Lays, 

Nor  Pleajure,  nor  Pain  -pinion'd  Hours 
Can  ever  fuffer  them  in  ours ; 

Or,  Ivy-crown'  d»  endure  a  Theme 
Silver  d  with  Moonfbine's  Maiden  Gleam : 
Not  tho’  fo  garlanded,  and  Jfoivry, 

So  foft,  fo  fyoeet,  fo  Myrtle- bowry; 

So  balmy ,  palmy ■  — and  fo  OQ- - •• 

As  is  the  Theme  here  writ  upon: 

Writ  in  a  Species  that,  if  taking. 

Portends  fad  future  Verfe  unmaking: 
Brown's  Eftimate  of  Times,  and  Manners, 
That  paints  Effeminacy’s  Banners, 

Has  not  a  Proof,  in  its  Detail, 

More  plain  than  this,  if  this  prevail: 
Forbid  it  fenfe,  forbid  it  Rhime, 

Whether  familiar,  or  fublime; 

Whether  ye  guide  the  Poets  Hand 
To  eafy  DiHion,  or  to  grand; 

Forbid  the  Gallic  Namby  Pamby 
Here  to  repeat  its  crazy  Crambe : 

One  Xnftance  of  fuch  fpecial  Stuff, 

To  fee  the  Way  on’t,  is  enough  ; 

Excus’d  for  once;  if  Arifiippus 
Has  any  more  within  his  Cippus , 

Let  him  fupprefs  — -or  iing  ’em  Fie 
With  “  gentle  Mufe,  fweet  Euterpee  ; 


Free 
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Free  to  falute  her,  while  they  chirp. 

For  eafier  Rhiming — — -fweet  Euterp  : 

It  is  allow’d  that  Verfe,  to  pleafe, 

Should  move  along  with  perfect  Eafe  ; 

But  this  coxcombically  mingling 
.Of  Rhimes,  unrhiming,  interjingling, 

For  Numbers  genuinely  Rritilh, 

Is  quite  too  finical,  and  fkittifh  ; 

But  for  the  mafculiner  Belles , 

And  the  polite  He  Me’moifelles ; 

Whom  Dryads ,  Naiads ,  Nymphs ,  and  Fauns , 

Meads ,  Woods ,  and  Groves ,  and  Lakes,  and  Lawns, 

And.  Loves,  and  Doves - and  fifty  more 

Such  jaded  Terms,  befprinkl’d  o’er 
With  compound  Epithets  uncooth, 

Prompt  to  pronounce  ’em  Verfe,  forfooth  ! 

Verfe  let  ’em  be  ;  tho’,  I  fuppofe. 

Some  Verfe  as  well  might  have  been  Profe, 

That  “  England’s  common  Courtefy 
Politely  calls  good  Poetry 
For,  if  the  Poetry  be  good, 

Accent,  at  lead:,  is  underftood  ; 

Number  of  Syllables,  alone, 

Without  the  proper  Strefs  of  Tone, 

Will  make  our  Metre  flat,  and  bare, 

As  Hebrew  Verfe  of  Bifhop  Hare  : 

Add,  that  Regard  to  Rhime  is  gone. 

And  Verfe,  and  Profe,  will  be  all  o*e  ; 

Or,  what  is  worfe,  create  a  Pother, 

By  Species  neither  one  nor  t’other : 


A  Cafe 
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A  Cafe,  which  there  is  Room  to  fear. 
From  Dupes  of  Arijlippus  here-  - — 

The  fancied  Sage,  in  feign’d  Retreat, 
Laughs  at  the  Follies  of  the  Great, 
"With  Wit,  Invention,  Fancy,  Humour 
Enough  to  gain  the  Thing  a  Rumour; 
Bur  if  he  writes  refolv’d  to  fhine 
In  unconfin’d,  and  motley  Line, 

Let  him  pindaric  it  away, 

And  quit  the  lazy  labour’d  Lay  ; 

Leave  to  La  Farre>  and  to  La  France , 

pT 

The  warbling,  Toothing  Nonchalance • — - 


When  will  our  Bards  unlearn,  at  lafi, 
The  puny  Stile,  and  the  Bombaft  ? 

Nor  let  the  pitifull  Extremes 
Difgrace  the  Verfe  of  Englilh  Themes  ; 
Matter,  no  more,  in  Manner  paint 
Foppifh,  affected,  queer,  and  quaint  ; 
Nor  bounce  above  Parnaffian  Ground, 
To  drop  the  Senfe,  and  catch  the  Sound  : 

Except- - -in  writing  for  the  Stage, 

Where  Sound  is  belt  for  bufkm’d  Rage  ; 

Except - -in  Operas,  where  Senfe 

Is  but  fuperfluous  Expence  : 

Be  then  the  Bards  of  founding  Pitch 
Confign’d  to  Garrick,  and  to  Rich  ; 

To  Tweedledums ,  and  7  nueedledces , 

The  fingy  fonging  Euterpees. 


E  P  I  L  O  G  U  E 
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EPILOGUE 

To  Hurlothrumbo,  or  the  Supernatural.* 

Enter  Hurlothrumbo. 

J^ADIES  and  Gentlemen,  my  Lord  of  Flams 
Has  fent  me  here  to  thank  you  in  his  Name; 

Proud  of  your  Smiles,  he’s  mounted  many  a  Story 
Above  the  tip-top  Pinnacle  of  Glory  : 

Thence  he  defies  the  Sons  of  Clay,  the  Criticks; 

Fellows,  fays  he,  that  are  meer  Paralyticks, 

"With  Judgments  lame,  and  Intelle&s  that  halt, 

Becaufe  a  Man  outruns  them — — they  find  fault. 

He  is  indeed,  to  fpeak  my  poor  Opinion, 

Out  of  the  reach  of  critical  Dominion. 


[  Enter  Critick, 

Adfo !  here’s  one  of  ’em.— 

Cr.  A  firange  odd  Play,  Sir ; 

\_Enter  Author ,  pujhes  Hurlothrumbo  afide . 

Au .  Let  me  come  to  him - 'Pray,  what’s  that  you  fay  ? 

Sir  ? 

Cr.  I  fay, 

*  This  Play  was  written  by  Mr.  Samuel  Johnfon ,  a  Dancing  Mafter, 
of  Chepire,  and  performed  in  the  Year  1711,  at  the  little  Theatre,  in  the 
Hay-market,  where  it  had  a  Run  of  above  30  Nights — We  mull  refer  the 
Reader  to  the  Piece  itfelf,  to  give  him  a  juft  Idea  of  the  Humour  and  Pro¬ 
priety 


/ 


/ 
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Cr.  I  fay.  Sir,  Rules  are  not  obferv’d  here-- — — 

Au.  Rules, 

Like  Clocks  and  Watches,  were  all  made  for  Fools. 
Rules  make  a  Flay  ?  that  is— - 

Cr.  What,  Mr.  Singer? 

Au.  As  if  a  Knife  and  Fork  fhould  make  a  Finger, 

Cr.  Pray  Sir,  which  is  the  Hero  of  your  Play  ? 

Au.  Hero?  why  they’re  all  Heroes  in  their  Way. 

Cr.  But,  here’s  no  Plot!  or  none  that’s  underftood. 

Au.  There’s  a  Rebellion  tho’;  and  that’s  as  good. 

Cr.  No  Spirit,  nor  Genius  in’t. 

Au.  Why  didn’t  here 

* . . 

.  *  i 

A  SPIRIT ,  and  a  GENIUS  both  appear?  4 
Cr.  Poh,  ’tis  all  Stuff  and  Nonfenfe — — 

Au.  Lack-a-day! 

Why,  that’s  the  very  Effence  of  a  Play. 

Your  Old-Houfe,  New-Houfe,  Opera,  and  Ball, 

’Tis  NONSENSE,  Critic kt  that  fupports  ’em  all. 

As 


priety  of  the  following  Epilogue;  which  was  written  by  our  Author, 
with  a  friendly  Intention  to  point  out  to  Mr.  Johnfon  the  Extravagance 
and  Abfurdity  of  his  Play— Mr.  Johnfon ,  however,  fo  far  from  perceiving 
the  Ridicule,  received  it  as  a  Compliment,  and  had  it  both  fpoken,  a ud 
printed. 
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As  you  yourfelves  ingenioufly  have  fhowu, 

Whilft  on  their  Nonfenfe  you  have  built  your  own. 

Cr.  Here  wants - 

Au.  Wants  what?  why  now,  for  all  your  canting, 
What  one  Ingredient  of  a  Play  is  wanting  ? 

Mu  fie,  Love,  War,  Death,  Madnefs  without  Sham, 
Done  to  the  Life,  by  Perfons  of  the  Dram : 

Scenes  and  Machines,  defeending  and  arifing; 

Thunder  and  Lightning ;  ev’ry  thing  furprifing  ! 

Cr.  Play,  Farce,  or  Opera  is’t  ? 

Au.  No  matter  whether, 
’Tis  a  PvE  hear  sal  of  ’em  all  together. 

But  come  Sir,  come,  troop  off,  old  Blundermonger, 

And  interrupt  the  Epilogue  no  longer. 

*,  [  Author  drives  the  Critic  off  the  Stage. 

i 

Hurlo ,  proceed - - 

Hurlo.  Troth  !  he  fays  true  enough, 
The  Stage  has  given  Pufe  to  wretched  Stuff : 

Critick,  or  Player  ;  a  Dennis ,  or  a  Cibber , 

Vie  only  which  fhall  make  it  go  down  glibber  ; 

A  thoufand  murd’rous  Ways  they  cad  about 

To  ftifle  it— - but  Murder  like - ’twill  out. 

Our  Author  fairly,  Without  fo  much  Fufs, 

'  Shows  it - in  puris  Naturalibus  ; 

Purfues  the  Point  beyond  its  higheft;  Fleight, 

Then  bids  his  Men  of  fire,  and  Ladies  bright, 

Mark,  how  it  looks !  when  it  is  out  of  fight. 

E  e 


So 


L/vxJ 
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So  true  a  Stage ,  fo  fair  a  Play  for  Laughter, 

There  never  was  before,  nor  ever  will  come  after  % 
Never,  no  never ;  not  while  vital  Breath 
Defends  ye  from  that  iong-liv  d  mortal  Death. 

Death!— — fomething  hangs  on  my  prophetick  Tongue, 

I’ll  give  it  Utterance - —be  it  right  or  wrong : 

Handel  himfelf  lhall  yield  to  Hurlotbrumbo , 

And  Bononcini  too  fhall  cry— - Succumb o. 

That’s  if  the  Ladies  condefcend  to  Smile; 

Their  Looks  make  Senfe,  or  Nonfenfe,  in  our  Ille. 
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44  Dr.  MIDDLETON’s  Examination  of  the  Lord  Biihop 
of  London  s  Difcourfes  concerning  the  Ufe  and  Intent 
of  Prophecy.” 

2  Peter  i.  39. 

u  We  have  alfo  a  more  [are  Word  of  Prophecy  ;  n vhereunto  ye  do 
«well  that  ye  take  Heed ,  as  unto  a  Light  that  JJjineth  i?i  a 
dark  P lace,  until  ike  Day  dawn,  and  the  Day-Star  arife  in 
your  Hearts 

r JP  HIS  P adage,  Sir,  which  has  engag’d,  of  late, 

So  many  Writers  in  fuch  high  Debate, 

About  the  Nature  of  prophetic  Light, 

Has  not,  I  think,  been  underdood  aright : 


Nor 


s 
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Nor  does  the  Critic  Middleton  s  new  Tra<5t 
Relate  the  Meaning  fairly,  or  the  Fact. 

Peter ,  you  know,  Sir,  by  his  own  Account, 

Was  with  our  Saviour  in  the  holy  Mount  ; 

Where  he,  and  two  Apofties  more,  beheld 
The  Shechinah ,  or  Glory  that  excelled  ;  io 

Saw  that  divine  Appearance  of  our  Lord, 

Which  Three  of  the  Evangelifts  record  ; 

His  Face  a  Sun,  and  Light  his  whole  Array  ; 

Prophetic  Giimpfe  of  that  eternal  Day, 

Wherein,  the  Glance  of  Sun  and  Moon  fuppreft, 

God  {hall,  himfelf,  enlighten  all  the  bleft  ; 

Shall  from  his  Temple,  from  the  flic  red  Shrine 
Shine  forth  of  human  Majefty  divine. 

To  this  grand  Vifion,  which  the  chofen  Three 

Were  call’d,  before  they  tailed  Death,  to  fee,  20 

Was  added  Proof  to  the  aftonifh’d  Ear, 

That  made  prefential  Deity  appear  ; 

And,  by  a  Voice  from  God  the  Father’s  Throne, 

His  well  beloved  Son  was  then  made  known. 

Now  fearch  of  Myfteries  the  whole  Abyfs, 

What  more  intire  Convi&ion,  Sir,  than  this  ? 

Of  human  Reafon  fearch  the  wide  Pretence, 

What  more  miraculous,  and  plain  to  Senfe  ? 

But  Reafon  oft  interprets  paft  Event 
Juft  as  the  human  Heart,  and  Will  is  bent  : 

The  Doftor,  whom  his  own  Productions  call 
No  hearty  Friend  to  Miracles,  at  all, 

E  e  2  Difguiies 


CO 


Difguifes  this,  to  bring  his  Point  about, 

As  if  both  Sight,  and  Hearing  left  a  Doubt  $ 

Left  feme  Perplexity  on  Peter's  Mind, 

Quite  again  ft  all  that  he  himfelf  defin’d. 

#  *<  This  wond'rous  Apparition,  Sir ,  might  leave 

Something  too  hard  precifely  to  conceive  ; 

And  Circumjiances  raife ,  within  his  Soul , 
e<  Sufpenfe  about  the  Nature  of  the  whole  A  4# 

What  Kind  of  faunt’ring  Spirit  could  fuggeft 
Such  groundlefs  Cavil  to  a  Chriftian  Breaft  ? 

"\Vhat  Chriftian  Pried,  at  lead,  would  choofe  to  paint 

II  is  Saviour’s  Glory  in  a  Light  fo  faint  ? - - 

But  let  this  fuit  the  Priefthood,  if  you  will, 

Pray  what  Foundation  for  his  critic  Skill  ? 

For  Peter's  doubting  what  he  [aw  and  heard — — 

For  Scruples— — firft  imagin’d,  then  infer’d  ? 

The  Reafon  here  aftign’d  is  “  Fear  and  Dread ,  50 

So  great  that  Peter  knew  not  what  he  faid  ; 

“  He,  and  his  Partners  in  the  Vijion  too , 
ec  Fell  on  their  Faces  at  its  awful l  View  s 

Nor 

*  This  wondcrfull  Apparition  and  heavenly  Voice  might  he  accompanied  with 
fuch  Gircumjl  antes,  as  would  naturally  leave  fame  Doubt  and  Perplexity  on  the 
I/Lind,  concerning  the  pre'cife  Manner,  and  Nature  of  the  whole  TranfaBion. 
F^r  Peter,  as  we  read ,  was  in  fuch  a  Fright  and  Amazement ,  at  what  he  faw 
and  heard,  that  he  knew  not  what  he  faid  :  And  both  he  and  the  two  other 
Apoftles  then  with  him,  James  and  John,  were  fo  greatly  terrifyed ,  that  they 
fell  upon  their  Faces  to  the  Ground,  and  durfl:  not  fo  much  as  look  up, 
'till  Jefus,  when  the  Vijion  was  over,  came  to  raife  and  encourage  them. —Do ei 0 f  * 
'Middletons,  Treatife,  p,  55. 


(  221  ) 

££  Nor  durft  look  up ,  'till  Jefus,  at  the  lajl , 
ts  Caine  to ,  and  rais'd  them ,  when  ’ twas  overpajl” 

O  vain  Sirggeftion  !  could  they  fee  and  hear 
Without  an  Adoration  ?  without  Fear  ? 

If  they  were  {truck  with  more  than  mortal  Awe, 

Their  very  Fear  was  Proof  of  what  they  faw  ; 

For  Strength  to  fee,  and  Weaknefs  to  fuifain. 

Made,  both  alike,  the  heav’nly  Vifio'n  plain:  6© 

Nor  has  he  once  attempted  to  devife 

What  elfe  fLould  {trike  them  with  fo  great  Surprize. 

If,  overcome  with  reverential  Dread, 

Th’  amaz’d  Apoftle  wilt  not  what  he  faid. 

Unbias’d  Reafon  would  itfelf  confefs 
A  greater  Light  diminifhing  its  lefs. 

Thus,  in  the  facred  Books,  if  we  recall 
The  hrft  recorded  Prefence  fince  the  Fall, 

Themfelves  from  God  when  our  firft  Parents  hid, 

It  might  be  faid,  they  wift  not  what  they  did:  70 

Yet  were  they  taught  their  comfortable  Creed, 

The  Promife  of  the  Woman’s  conqu’ring  Seed ; 

As  here,  th’  Apoftles  were  empower’d  to  lee 
That  Jefus  God’s  beloved  Son  was  he„ 

If,  when  God  fpake,  each  fell  upon  his  Face- 
How  oft,  in  ancient  Times,  was  this  the  Cafe? 

What  Prophet,  Sir,  to  whom  he  fpake  of  Yore, 

His  Voice,  or  Villon  ynfupported  bore? 

Mojes 
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Mofes  himfelf,  when  unawares  he  trod 

On  holy  Ground,  and  heard  the  Voice  of  God,  8# 

Tho’  turn’d  afide,  on  purpofe,  to  enquire 

What  kept  the  Bu£h  unburnt  amidft  the  Fire, 

Stop’d,  in  his  Search,  by  the  divine  Rebuke, 

Strait  hid  his  Face ,  and  was  afraid  to  look. 

Abram ,  the  covenanted  Sire  of  all, 

> 

Who,  in  his  Faith,  upon  the  Lord  Ihould  call, 

’When  he  receiv’d  the  Seal  of  it,  the  Sign 
Of  Circumcifion,  from  the  Voice  divine, 

Fell  on  his  Face — —and  muft  we  then  conceit 

His  Proofs,  that  God  talk’d  with  him,  incompleat  ?  9® 

Read  how  Ifaiah  thought  himfelf  undone. 

When  he  had  feen  God’s  Glory  in  his  Son; 

Until  the  Seraph,  with  a  living  Coal 

From  off  the  Altar,  purg’d  the  Prophet’s  Souk 

Read  how  Ezechiel  too,  with  like  Surprize, 

When  Heav’n  was  open’d  to  his  wond’ring  Eyes, 

Fell  on  his  Face,  at  the  fame  glorious  Sight; 

Till,  by  God’s  Spirit,  made  to  hand  upright. 

Thus  Daniel  proftrate,  thus  the  great  Divine 

Who  faw  th’  Apocaliptie  Scenes— — -in  fne,  103 

Thus  human  Strength,  alone,  could  nevei  Rand, 

When  God  appear’d,  unaided  by  his  Eland. 

To  urge  a  Reafon  then  from  Fear,  to  doubt 
The  glorious  Facl,  that  could  not  be  without. 

Only  befits  a  feeble,  faithlefs  Mind, 

To  heav’nly  Voice,  and  Vifion  deaf,  and  blind,  ' 


The 
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The  learned  Prelate,  againft  whofe  Difcourfe 
This  Gentleman  has  aim’d  his.prefent  Force, 

Thought  it  abfurd,  in  any  one,  to  make 

St.  Peter ,  for  his  own  Convi£lion’s  Sake,  Iio 

Say,  that  old  Prophecies  fhould  be  prefer’d 

To  God’s  immediate  Voice,  which  he  had  heard: 

Such  a  Comparifon,  he  thought,  became 

No  fober  Man - much  lefs  the  Saint - “to  frame 5 

Concluding  it  impoftible,  from  hence. 

That  this  could  ever  be  St.  Peter's  Senfe. 

#  Tho’  “  ’tij  not  only  pofjible ,  it  feems, 

“  But  weak,  moreover,  (as  the  Dotftor  deems) 
u  To  doubt  it — a  Comparifon  fo  jufl 

“  Peter  not  only  might  have  made ,  but  120 

And  then  he  cites  rabbinical  Remarks, 

To  prove  the  Paradox  from  learned  Clerks : 

Not  that  he  minds  what  any  of  them  writes, 

But  moft  defpifes  whom  he  chiefly  cites. 

Lighi/oot' s  Authority,  to  inftance  one, 

Is  fir  ft,  and  laft,  and  moft  infifted  on; 


*  P.  47.  Let  us  now  return  to  the  Bijhop's  Difcourfes ,  in  • which  he  goes  on 
to  demonftrate  the  Inconffiency  of  the  Author's  (Collins)  Expofition,  hy  telling 
us,  “  That  it  makes  Peter  to  fay,  in  his  own  Perfon,  that  the  dark  Prophecies 
««  of  the  Old  Tefi ament  -were  a  furer  and  more  certain  Evidence  to  hjmfelf,  than 
c«  fig  immediate  Voice  of  God,  -which  he  had  heard  -with  his  own  Ears .  And  is 
“  it  pojfihle,  (adds  he)  that  St.  Peter ,  or  any  Man  in  his  Wits,  could 
“  make  fuch  a  Comparifon  ?”  To  which  hpuefiion,  fo  fmartly  and  confidently 
put,  I  readily  anfwer.  That  it  is  not  only  pojfthle,  that  St.  Peter  might  make 
fuch  a  Comparifon ,  but  even  weak  to  imagine  that  he  could  make  any  other > 


{  224  ) 

*  “  The  Soundnefs  of  mshofe  Faith ,  he  Inter]  efts  f 
ss  V4W  Erudition  Nobody  fufpefts  N 

Or  if  the  Pleader  wants  a  full  Difplay 

f  Of  thefe  Endowments — Lightfoo X.  fhows  the  Way  130 

<e  Flow ,  by  a  fuming  Liberty  to  take 

<<  for  granted ,  Jiraii ,  what  Premifes  we  ?nake  ; 

<f  Whatever  Notions ,  or  Opinions , 

4t  71?  favour  that  which  ive  would  recommend , 

“  may  demonftrate ,  by  fuch  Arts  as  thefe , 

^  Doftrine  true ,  divine ,  <?r  au?  pleajef 

This,  Sir,  is  his  Defcription  of  found  Faith  — 

Let  us  now  lee  what  Argument  it  hath  : 

This  trufty  Evidence,  amongft  the  reft, 

Is  call’d  to  prove  a  Voice  from  Pleav’n  a  Jeft ;  14® 

The 

*  P.  51.  Doffor  Lightfoot  afo,  the  Soundnefs  of  whofe  Faith  and  Erudi¬ 
tion  is  allowed  by  all,  fpcaks  Jlill  more  precifely  to  my  prefent  Purpofe,  and  fays* 
“  That  if  we  obferve  two  Things ,  firfl,  that  the  Jewifh  Nation,  under  the 
“  fecond  Temple,  was  given  to  magical  Arts  beyond  Meafure ;  we  may  fafely 
“  fufpeff  that  thoje  Voices,  which  they  thought  to  he  from  Heaven,  and  noted 
“  with  the  Name  of  Bath-Kol,  were  either  formed  by  the  Devil  in  the  Air , 
“  to  deceive  the  People,  or,  by  Magicians  with  Devilijh  Art,  to  promote  their 
<£  own  Affairs  From  which  he  draws  this  Inference ,  which  I  would  recom¬ 
mend  to  the  f pedal  Conf  deration  of  this  eminent  Prelate  :  Hence,  adds  he,  the 
Apoflie  Peter  faith  with  good  Reafon,  that  the  Word  of  Prophecy  was 
finer  than  a  Voice  from  Heaven. 

f  P.  141.  Now  by  the  fame  Method  of  Reafoning,  and  the  Liberty  which 
his  Lonlfiip  every  where  nfumes,  of  fuppofing  whatever  Premifes  he  wants, 
and  taking  every  Thing  for  granted,  which  tends  to  confirm  his  Hypoihefs,  w e 
may  prove  any  Doffrine  to  be  true,  or  divine ,  or  whatever  we  pleafe  to  make  of 
it.  Dr.  Lightfoot  has  fiewn  us  the  Way. 


% 
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The  Jews  Bath  Kol ,  a  cunning  a<fted  Part, 

A  Fable,  Phantafy,  or  Magic  Art  ; 

Voice  of  the  Devil,  or  of  Devilifh  Elves, 

To  cheat  the  People,  and  promote  themfelves  ; 

And  hence  th*  Apoftle  (is  the  Inf ’re  nee  drawn, 

“  That  claims  the  fpecial  Notice  of  the  Lavon 
That  comes  to  clear  this  famous  Prelate’s  Sight) 

With  Reafon  good  prefer 'd  prophetic  Light* 

So,  introduce  an  Hebrew,  foreign  Term  ; 

Take,  all  for  true  that  quoted  Lines  affirm  ;  150 

And  then  affiume  that  the  Apoftle  too 

Juft  thought,  and  argued,  as  thefe  Critics  do  ; 

And  we  may  prove,  from  Peter’s  own  Defign, 

That  God  the  Father’s  Voice  was  not  divine. 

But  ffiould  the  Prelate  think  it  mere  Grimace 
To  talk  of  Fable,  in  St.  Peter’s  Cafe, 

Whofe  Words  exclude  it,  and  exprefsly  fpeak 
Of  heav’nly  Truth  ;  how  frivolous  and  weak. 

In  his  more  fober  and  fedate  Efteem, 

Muft  all  this  Patch' work  Erudition  feem  !  1 60 

*  How  will  a  Chriftian  Biffiop,  too,  conceive 
Of  what  the  Doctor’s  Margins  interweave. 

Touching 

*  P.  48.  N.  B.  Thus  'when  Jefus,  a  little  before  his  Death,  ivas  addreffing 
himfelf  to  the  Father ,  in  the  midjl  of  his  Dfciples  and  People  of  Jerufalemp 
and  faying,  “  Father,  fave  me  from  this  Flour;  Father,  glorify  thy  Name:” 
There  came  a  Voice  from  Heaven,  faying ,  “  I  have  both  glorified  it,  and  will 
glorify  it  again.”  Upon  -which  the  People ,  that  food  hyt  and  heard  itf  faid 

F  £  that 
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I  ouching  that  Scripture,  where  our  Saviour  pray’d. 

And  Heav’n  the  glorifying  Anfwer  made  ! 

While  from  his  Note,  Sir,  nothing  can  be  learn ’d 
But  cafual  Thunder,  or  Bath-Kol  concern’d. 

Will  he  not  alk - Is  it  this  Author’s  Aim, 

Under  his  Bath-Koi  Figments,  to  difclaim 
All  Faith  in  Voices  of  an  heav’nlv  Kind  ? 

Is  that  the  Purpofe  of  his  doubting  Mind  ?  170 

You  fee  tlT  Apoftle  is  extremely  clear, 

That  fuch  a  Voice  himfelf  did  really  hear  : 

He  alfo  had  fuch  wondrous  Proofs  befide. 

That  Voice  concurrent  cannot  be  deny’d. 

And,  when  our  Lord  hadjaeen  baptis’d,  there  came 
A  Voice  from  Heav’n,  in  Words  the  very  fame. 

Here,  in  his  anfwer’d  Prayer,  tho’,  by  Miflake, 

Some  Hid  it  thunder’d,  fome,  an  Angel  fpake. 

We  have  his  own  Authority  divine  ; 

This  Voice,  faid  he,  came  for  your  Sakes,  not  mine.  180 

Would  not  the  Bifhop  rightly  thus  oppofe 
Plain  Scripture  Fafls  to  Learning’s  empty  Shows  ? 

What  hgnifies  it  then,  upon  the  whole, 

How  poor  blind  Jews  have  talk’d  about  Baih-Kol  ? 

What  jarring  Critics  of  a  later  Day, 

Or  Lightfoot ,  here  thrice  ridicul’d,  may  fay  ? 

Or 

that  it  thundered ;  others  faid,  that  an  Angel  fpake  to  him ,  [John  xii.  a8.]  That 
is,  Part  of  the  Company  believed  it  to  he  nothing  more ,  than  an  accidental  Clap 
of  Thunder ;  while  others  took  it  to  he  the  Bath-Kol,  or  the  Voice  of  God,  or 
of  an  Angel ,  which  was  accompanied  always  with  Thunder . 
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Or  Middleton  himfelf—  whofe  pious  Care 
For  giftlefs  Churches  prompts  him  to  compare 
#Voices  from  Heav’n,  in  his  a  (Turning  Page, 

To  Miracles  beyond  th’  Apoftles  Age  :  ipo 

Taking  for  granted,  without  more  ado, 

1 1  is  wild  Hypothecs  about  them  too. 

Prodigious  Effort !  fee  obftru&ed  quite 
1  he  Golpel  Promife,  and  the  Chriftian  Right  ; 

Cut  off,  at  once,  miraculous  Supply  ; 

All  Healing  ceafes,  when  Apoftles  dye  : 

No  Ton  gue  infpir’d,  no  Demon  difpoffeft ; 

With  them  the  working  Spirit  went  to  reft  : 

Forgot  the  Prophecies  that  Chrift  had  made. 

And  left  Believers  without  fignal  Aid  :  200 

Altho’  no  Limit,  in  what  Scripture  faith, 

Be  put  to  Miracles,  but  want  of  Faith  ; 

Altho’,  without  one,  foolifh  to  pretend 
To  know  their  Nature,  or  to  fix  their  End ; 

Yet  if  a  daring  Genius  advertife 
That  all  but  Scripture  Miracles  are  Lies, 

What  Crouds  embrace  the  new  Belief,  and  Flope  ! 

It  fuits  their  Tafte - and  faves  them  from  the  Pope. 

Others  contend  that  wond’rous  Gifts  furvive 

9 

The  fir  ft  three  Centuries — —or  four - -or  five——  2 1  o 

F  f  2  Then, 


*  P.  14a,  145,  1 71.  P.  50.  The  Reality  of  this  Oracular  Voice  (Bath* 
Kol)  is  attejled ,  as  I  have  J 'aid ,  by  all  the  JewiJb  Writers ,  after  the  Ceffation 
of  Prophecy ,  in  the  fame  pofitive  Manner ,  as  the  miraculous  Gijls  of  the  Chrf 
tian  Church  by  the  primitive  Fathers ,  after  the  Days  of  the  Apogles. 
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Then,  Sir,  they  clofe  their  jealous,  partial  View, 

And  grudge  diviner  Influence  its  Due  : 

Take  difF’rent  Stations  in  the  Doftor  s  Track, 

Blaming,  and  backing  his  more  clofe  Attack  ; 

All  Miracles,  beyond  his  earlier  Fence, 

Are  Want  of  Honefty,  or  Want  of  Senfe  : 

All  Faith  in  Bifhops,  Confeflors,  and  Saints, 

Who  witnefs  Facts,  a  Chriftian  Prieft  recants  : 

They  mu  ft — — he  fays  they  mu  ft - -be  Fables  all, 

That  pafs  the  Bounds  of  his  gigantic  Wall.  220 

Such  ftrange  Delufion  if  a  Man  embrace. 

Without  fome  Voice,  fome  Miracle  of  Grace, 

It  is  in  vain,  to  Pveas’ners  of  his  Caft, 

To  urge  the  Evidence  of  Ages  paft  : 

With  Minds  refolv’d  to  difbelieve,  or  doubt. 

Small  is  the  Force  of  Hiftory  throughout. 

Freedom  of  Thought  exerted,  and  of  Will, 

To  claim  the  Privilege  of  judging  ill. 

Prophets,  Apoftles,  Martyrs  cannot  move, 

Nor  holy  Church,  throughout  the  World,  diiprove.  230 

But  to  return— - how  does  his  firft  Aflault 

On  Miracles  defend  a  fecond  Fault  ! 

Or  Rabbies,  or  rabbinical  Divines, 

Help  LightfooLs  Comment,  or  his  own  Deflgns  ! 

Light  foot ,  without  detracting  from  his  Skill, 

Wrote,  in  this  Inftance,  with  a  careiefs  Quill  : 

Such  Inf ’rence,  elfe,  had  never  been  annext ; 

He  mull  have  feen  that  the  Apoftles  Text 


Could 
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Could  not,  with  Reafon  either  good,  or  great, 

Compare  the  Prophets  with  a  dev’lifh  Cheat . 

This  learned  Writer,  Sir,  did  not  attend 
To  Peter  s  Meaning,  or,  not  apprehend  ; 

Or,  if  Excufe  may  for  his  Hafte  atone. 

He  did  not  well,  perhaps,  exprefs  his  own. 

Since,  by  his  prefent  Citer  here,  you  fee 
How  quite  forgetfull  learned  Men  may  be  : 

For,  after  all  the  Scraps  he  had  amafs’d, 

And  this  triumphant  Inference  at  laft 
*  “  The  Text,  he  fays ,  had ,  in  St.  Peter’/  Views, 

i(  No  Reference  to  himfelf — - but  to  the  Jews.”  250 

Not,  in  his  Hafte,  aware  that  what  he  faid 
Knock’d  all  the  Bath-Kol  Pedantry  o’  th’  Head  ; 

That  what,  he  thought,  his  borrow’d  Pages  won, 

His  own  gave  up,  as  foon  as  h@  had  done. 

For  if  “  St.  Peter’/  Words  do  not  imply , 

“  What  he  himfelf  rasas  moji  perfuaded  by  ; 

“  But 


P.  S3-  Yet  St.  Peter’/  Words ,  after  all,  as  they  are  expounded  by  the  free-' 
thinking  Author  above  mentioned ,  do  not  neceffarily  imply  him  to  mean ,  that  Pro¬ 
phecy  -was  a  furer  Argument  to  himfelf ,  than  the  Voice  from  Heaven ,  but  tG  the 
Jewifs  Converts  in  general ,  -who  did  not  hear  that  Voice,  but  received  it  only 
jrom  the  Report  of  others.  It  -was  not  his  View  in  this  Epiftle  to  declare  what 
Sort  of  Arguments  was  the  moji  convincing  to  himfelf ,  but  to  propofe  fuch ,  as 

were  moji  worthy  of  the  Attention  of  thofe,  to  whom  he  was  writing. - - 

P-  S4-  When  St.  Peter  therefore  fays.  We  have  a  more  Pure  Word  of  Pro¬ 
phecy  ;  the  Occofon  of  his  Words  oblige  us  to  interpret  them ,  as  fpoken,  not 
with  any  particular  Reference  to  himfelf ,  but  to  the  general  Body  of  the  JewiJh 
Converts. 
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cc  But  only  fhow  what  Arguments  were  fit 

64  For  their  Attention ,  Sir ,  to  whom  he  writ  A 

The  Bifhop’s  Reas’ning,  which  he  drives  to  cloud, 

Is  not  unanfwer’d  only,  but  allow’d  :  260 

The  very  Thing  pretended  to  be  fhown 
Is,  by  his  own  Confefilon,  overthrown. 


Do  but  obferve  the  Point  in  Queftion,  Sir, 
On  which  the  Doctor  makes  this  learned  Stir  ; 
#  How  he,  who  talks  of  44  its  perpetual  Change 
4e  By  others takes  the  Liberty  to  range  : 
When  a  Companion  was  judg’d  abfurd, 

Peter  could  make  no  other,  was  the  Word  ; 
Then  by  a  Contradiction  plain  and  flat, 

Peter  s  Compai  ifon  could  not  be  that ; 

And  then  again- — — fuppoflng  that  it  could, 
Thus  he  attempts  to  make  the  Matter  good. 

1 

f  44  Let  Peter  be  himfielf  ajfiuPd ,  fays  he, 

6e  As  fully ,  as  ’twas  pojfible  to  be , 


27® 


44  Of 


*  P.  6z.  And  thus  the  ApoJUe's  Senfe,  os  it  is  expounded  by  the  Author , 
[Colins]  is  dear  and  confident ,  not  liable  to  any  Exception  but  -what  flows  from 
that  Perplexity ,  in  which  his  Lordflnp  has  involved  it,  by  his  Ufle  of  equivocal 
Ter?ns,  and  perpetual  Change  of  the  Point  in  ® 'uefiion . 

f  P.  sx.  Let  Peter  be  as  perfectly  afiured,  as  we  can  fuppofe  him  to  be  of 
every  Circumjtance ,  which  pojfcd  in  the  Mount ,  he  might  (till  take  Prophecy , 
e onfldered  as  a  funding  Evidence ,  always  lying  open  to  the  cool  and  deliberate 
Examination  of  Rcafin  to  be  a  firmer  Argument  on  the  whole ,  and  to  carry  a 
more  permanent  Conviction  with  it  to  the  fiber  Senfis  of  Men}  than  the  V fieri 
with  which  he  here  compares  it. 
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“  Of  ev ry  Circu?nfance  that  paft  ;  he  might 
“  Have  fill  prefer' d  the  old  prophetic  Light  : 

“  This  was  a  funding  Evidence,  and  lay 
“  Open  to  cool,  deliberate  Reafon  s  Sway  ; 

“  A  firmer  Argument ,  that  brought  along 
“  Conviction,  Sir ,  ?nore  permanent  and  frongy  280 

“  To  Men  of  fiober  Senfies ,  fedaie , 

“  Than  could  the  Vifon  which  his  Words  relate f 
Set  the  perplext  Equivocation  by 
“  That's  here  involv’d ,”  how  eafy  the  R.eply 
To  R-eafons  void,  if  we  diftinguifh  right 
Betwixt  a  real ,  and  reported  Sight : 

For  be  the  Proof,  that  Prophecies  procure. 

More,  to  the  Jews,  comparatively  fure, 

As,  oh,  the  Text  is  commented  upon, 

(Thro’  a  Miftake,  as  will  appear  anon)  290 

Yet  his  Conviction  vacates  the  Pretence 
Of  Reafon,  Argument,  and  fober  Senfe  ; 

Recaufe  the  Prophets,  here  to  be  compar’d. 

As  Evidences  of  what  God  declar’d, 

Could  but,  originally,  hear ,  and  fee  ; 

And  be  as  fully  fatisfy’d  as  he. 

The  Ufe  of  Reafon  has,  I  apprehend. 

When  full  Affurance  is  attain’d,  an  End  : 

When  we  are  certain  that  we  fee,  and  hear. 

And  ev’ry  Circumhance  is  plain,  and  clear,  300 

What  can  Examination  teach,  or  learn  ? 

By  what  Criterion,  Sir,  ihall  we  difcern, 


When 
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When  Reafon  comes  to  be  fo  deadly  cool, 

The  fage  Deliberator  from  the  Fool 

Conceive  St.  Peter ,  if  you  can,  entic’d 
(Eye  -Witnefs  of  the  Majefy  of  Chriji  ; 

Of  what  the  Father ,  in  the  Mount,  had  done 
By  (bowing  forth  the  Glory  of  the  Son ) 

To  difbelieve  his  Senfes,  and  to  pore 

Some  ancient  (landing  Evidences  o’er  ;  31© 

To  fee  if  that,  which,  on  the  holy  Spot, 

He  faw  and  heard,  was  feen  and  heard,  or  not  : 

Would  fucli  a  cool  deliberating  Plan 
Have  made  him  pafs  for  a  more  fober  Man  ? 

If  1b,  then  Middleton  has  hit  the  White  ; 

Sherlock,  if  not,  is  thus  far  in  the  right; 

And  well  may  fay  that  no  Man,  in  his  Wits, 

Could  be  attack’d  by  fuch  cold  reasoning  Fits. 

But  thus  the  frigid  Argument  is  brought. 

Why  Peter  might,  in  full  perfuaded  Thought,  320 

Prefer  Predictions  in  the  ancient  Law 
To  what  himlelf  mod  furely  heard,  and  faw  : 

#  “  For,  after  all  the  full  convincing  Scene , 

44  Which  he  had  witnef'd,  how  did  he  demean  ? 

“  With  Faith  infirm,  he  fhame fully  deny' d 
44  His  Majier ,  feen  fo  greatly  glorify* df 

Yes; 

*  P.  56.  For  after  all  the  ConviBion  -which  he  himfelf  had  receiv'd  from  it, 
-we  know ,  that  his  Faith  -was  fill  fo  infirm ,  as  to  betray  him  into  a  Jhamefull 
Denial  of  his  Mafier ,  whom  he  had  feen  fo  wonderfully  glorified. 


I 
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Yes  ;  To  he  did— - and  gave  an  humbling  Stroke 

To  human  Confidence  in  Reafon’s  Cloak  : 

Enough  to  lay  all  Syllogizing  Truft 
In  bare  Conclusions  only  in  the  Dull:  ; 
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An  ample  Proof  that,  in  a  trying  Hour, 

Ev’n  Demonftration  lofes  all  itsPow’r; 

That,  without  Grace,  and  God’s  affifting  Eland, 

In  Time  of  Need,  no  Evidence  can  fland. 

Suppofe  a  Perfon  of  the  cleared:  Head, 

In  Logic  Arts  well  grounded,  and  well  read  ; 

If,  with  a  felfifh  Love  to  Truth,  alone, 

He  arm  himfelf  with  Weapons  all  his  own, 

When  a  Temptation  comes - alas  !  how  foon 

The  valiant  Reas’ner  turns  a  mere  Poltroon  !  340 

Peter ,  tho’  void  of  Learning,  and  of  Art, 

Had  a  courageous,  had  an  honefl  Heart ; 

Had  natural  Abilities,  beyond 

All  thofe  of  which  the  Critics  are  fo  fond : 

Had  hidden  Qualities,  beyond  their  Ken  ; 

They  filh  for  Words — —he  was  to  filh  for  Men. 

His  Faith,  in  outward  Evidence,  was  fuck 
That  Peter  trufted  to  himfelf  too  much  s 
When  his  Denial  plainly  was  foretold, 

Whatfhould  have  humbled  made  him  grow  more  bold :  350 
“  Tho  all  Jhould  he  offended— ——yet  not  l 
“  Not  Death  itjelf  Jhall  tempt  me  to  deny.™ 


We 
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We  fee  in  him,  Sir,  what  the  utmoll  Height 
Of  boalted  Reafon,  Evidence,  and  Light, 

Of  Courage,  Honefty,  and  even  Love 
Could  do,  without  Affiltance  from  above  : 

It  could  to  humbler  Thoughts  refill  the  Call ; 

It  proudly  could  prefer  itfelf  to  all  : 

It  could,  in  fhort,  upon  Conclufions  true, 

Do  all  that  Numbers  upon  falfe  ones  do;  3^G 

Reft  on  itfelf,  be  confident  and  bounce  ; 

And,  when  the  Call  to  Suffering  came - -renounce. 

As  human  Refolution,  Courage,  Skill, 

Conviction,  Evidence,  or  what  you  will. 

Can,  in  their  Nature,  only  reach  fo  far 
As  Things  are  fubjecl  to  an  human  Bar; 

All  thefe,  tho’  actuating  Peter's  Zeal, 

To  Cbriltian  Doctrine  could  not  fet  the  Seal. 

God-like  Humility- — —the  facred  Root 

"Whence  ev’ry  Virtue  branches  into  Fruit,  37Q 

Lays  the  Foundation  of  the  Chriltian  Life  ; 

As  Reafon  governs  that  of  human  Strife. 

And,  I  appeal,  Sir,  fetting  Grace  afide, 

How  oft  is  human  Reafon  human  Pride  ? 

Human  Defire  of  Victory,  or  Fame  ? 

A  Babel  tow’ring  to  procure  a  Name  ? 

A  felf  Afiurance  ?  an  untutor’d  Boalt  ? 

That  can  but  form  Intention,  at  the  molt; 

Which,  tlio’  directed  right,  mult  humbly  alk 

Divine  Aliiltance  to  perform  its  Talk.  380 


This 
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Tills  Peier  fail'd  in - and  a  Servant  Maid 

Made  him,  with  all  his  bold  Refolves,  afraid  ; 
With  all  his  fure  Convictions,  he  began 
To  curfe,  and  fwear,  and  did  not  know  the  Man, 
’Till,  for  a  Lefton,  wond’roufly  addreft 
To  link  full  deep  into  his  humbled  Bread:, 

The  Cock  pronounc’d,  by  an  awakening  Crow, 
Peter  the  Man,  whom  Peier  did  not  know. 

But  how,  Sir,  did  his  coward  Speech  betray 
Doubt  of  his  Maker’s  glorious  Difplay  ? 

By  what  Account  in  Hift’ry  are  we  taught 
That  e’er  it  came  into  his  frighted  Thought  ? 

Or,  ftnce  ’tis  certain  that  he  did  deny, 

What  Prophecy  did  he  prefer  thereby  ? 

’Tis  then  a  cold  Abfurdity  to  draw, 

From  Peter's  Weaknefs,  this  pretended  Flaw; 

To  hint  Delufion  in  the  god-like  Sight, 

Becaufe  the  Man  was  put  into  a  Fright  : 

If,  from  Diftruft  of  Evidence,  his  Fears, 

From  whence  his  bitter  penitential  Tears  ? 
Whence  was  it  that  the  holy  Prisoner  Ihook 
The  Soul  of  Peter ,  with  one  gracious  Look  f 
No  Glory  then,  to  credit,  or  diftruft; 

And  yet  tlT  Apoftle’s  Penitence  was  juft  ; 

And  he  himfelf  but  Proof,  upon  the  whole, 
That  Grace  alone  can  fortify  a  Souk 
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ee  #  >Tis  urg’d  that,  t(  on  the  other  Hand ,  we  find , 
se  With  Faith  confirm  d,  and  with  enlighten  d  Mindy 
“  After  the  MiJJion  of  the  Holy  Ghofty 

6t  That  Argument  which  he  apply' d  the  moft  4IQ 

Si  Was  what  he  calls  (for  fo  the  Doctor  too, 

Takes  here  a  vulgar  Error  to  be  true) 
et  This  more  fure  Word  of  Prophecy,  the  chief 
i(  Of  all  his  Motives  to  enforce  Belief ; 

“  From  whence  he  prov  d  that  Jefus  was ,  of  old„ 

6i  Dejcrtb'd  by  all  the  Prophets ,  and  foretold 

Peter's  Condition,  Sir,  is  that  of  all 
Who,  from  the  Heart,  obey  the  Chriftian  Call : 

They,  by  Experience,  have  the  triple  Sight 
Of  Weaknefs,  Penitence,  and  heav’nly  Light ;  420 

While  others  wrangle  about  outward  Show  ; 

Nature,  and  Grace,  and  Miracle  they  know  : 

Tho’  not  infpir’d  like  Peter ,  and  th’  Eleven  ; 

Or  ftruck,  like  walking  Pauly  by  Voice  from  Heav’n, 
They  meet,  what  others  foolifhly  evade, 

The  real  Million  of  celeftial  Aid  .* 

Of  which,  howe’er  the  Tokens  are  perceiv’d, 

No  faithful  Soul  can  ever  be  bereav’d. 

What 

*  P.  We  how  on  the  other  Hand,  that  after  our  Lord's  Afcenfion,  when 
his  Faith  was  more  fully  confirmed,  and  his  XJnderJlanding  enlightened  by  the 
Miff  on  of  the  Holy  Ghofi ,  the  chief  Argument,  which  he  applied  in  all  his 
Sermons,  to  evince  the  Truth  of  the  Gofpel ,  was  this  more  fure  Word  of 
Prophecy,  as  he  calls  it ;  from  which  he  demondrated  to  the  Jews,  how  the 
Char atlcr,  DoHrine  and  Miffon  of  Jefus  were  foretold  and  deferibed  by  the 
Mouths  of  all  their  Prophets, 
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What  does  the  Share  of  it  that  Peter  had 
To  all  the  DoCtor’s  forc’d  Refinements  add  ? 

Might  not  the  B;ftiop,  jirftly,  give  him  back 
Some  Compliments  beftow’d  in  his  Attack  ? 

*Such  as  “  the  nothing  hut  an  empty  Strain 

“  Of  RhePric,  infignificant ,  and  vain - - 

“  'The  cboojing  not  to  fee ,  of  any  Theme , 

“  More  than  may  fuit  his  preadopted  Scheme—  - — - 
tf  The  faffing  over  nvhat  he  (hould  confute , 
ii  With  Matters  foreign  to  the  main  Dijpute ” — — * 

And  fuch-like  Flow’rs,  upon  his  Pages  thrown, 

That,  full  as  well,  become  the  Doctor’s  own.  440 

For,  has  the  Bifhop,  in  his  Book,  deny’d 
That  Prophecy  was  properly  apply ’d  ? 

No - but  that  Peter  did  a  Thing  fo  odd. 

As  to  prefer  it  to  the  Voice  of  God. 

This  was  the  Point  requir’d  to  be  explain’d, 

In  Contradiction  to  what  he  maintain’d  ; 

That  which  ’he  Doctor  undertook  to  clear, 

And  make  the  Pref  Tence  of  the  Saint  appear  : 

But 


*  P-  60.  Yet  all  this  Pomp  of  Words •  this  folemn  Appeal  to  the  - whole  Col - 
lege  of  the  ApoJUes  ana  Evangelifls ,  is  nothing  elfe  but  an  empty  Strain  of  Rhe¬ 
toric,  - without  any  Argument  or  Significancy  in  it  whatfoevcr. — P.  34.  One  -would 
be  apt  tofufpeR ,  that  his  Lordfip  never  choofes  to  fee  more  of  any  SubjcR,  than 

-what  may  ferve  that  particular  Rypothefis  -which  he  comes  prepared  to  fupport. _ 

P.  39  It  is  this  alone ,  -which  the  Nature  of  the  SubjeR  required  him  to  confute , 
and  -what  he  had  undertaken  to  confute ;  but  injlead  he  changes  the  fueftion  upon 
us}  and  it  then  ive  -were  expeRing  Reafons ,  & c. 
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But  while  we  look’d  what  Reafons  he  would  bring 
For  fo  incomprehenftble  a  Thing,  450 

As  common  Senfe  mu  ft  reckon  an  Appeal 
From  what  th’  Almighty  fliould  himfelf  reveal. 

Shifting  the  Circumftances,  Time,  and  Place, 

In  fliort,  the  Queiiion,  to  another  Cafe, 

He  tells  us  --not  of  Prophecy  prefer ’d 
To  Voice  from  Heav’n,  which  he  had  juft  aver’d, 

But  . how  the  Saint  apply ’d,  in  his  Difcourfe, 

Prophetic  Words,  to  give  the  Gofpel  Force  ; 

Plow  Peter  argued  from  them,  he  relates, 

And  proves  full  well-— — -what  Nobody  debates.  46^ 

How  gravely,  Sir,  from  Fallacy  fo  crude, 

He  prompts  th’  amufed  Reader  to  conclude 
#  That  any  Man,  efpecially  a  Jew, 

(As  Peter  was)  might  think  the  P  reference  due  ! 

And  what  himfelf  had  heard  tP  Almighty  fpeak 
Might  be  ejleenf  d,  comparatively ,  weak  ! 

Under  this  Millftone,  oft,  the  ftruggling  Page 
Beftirs  itfelf,  but  cannot  difengage. 

At 


*  P.  56.  I  might  now  leave  it  to  the  Reader  to  judge  ■whether  in  Contra- 
iiffion  to  what  the  Bijhop  maintains ,  a  Man  in  his  Wits ,  and  efpecially  a  Jew , 
might  not  think  Prophecy  a  ftronger  Argument  in  general ,  than  a  Voice  from 
Heaven,  which  he  himfelf  had  heard 
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At  all  Events  refolving  to  confute , 

“  (To  ufe  his  Logic)  or  at  leaf  dijpute ,  470 

**  Its  Author  fbows  great  Spirit ,  and  great  Art , 

**  And  •well  performs  the  contraditting  P art 
But,  in  his  fubfequent  Remarks,  we  find 
How  lamely  Confutation  limps  behind. 

Fully  refolv’d,  and  fingly,  to  maintain 
A  Paradox,  fo  quite  again  ft  the  Grain, 
f  The  learned  Antithaumatift  muft  choofe 
“  Not  to  injlruft  his  Reader ,  but  amufe  f 
Whene’er  he  touches  a  prophetic  Claufe, 

“  Not  to  illujlrate ,  but  perplex  the  Caufef  480 

To  fpeak  fome  Truth,  that  fhows  the  favour’d  Side, 

And,  that  which  gives  the  whole  Connection,  hide. 
Why,  elfe,  a  total  Silence  on  the  Head 
Of  Miracles ,  in  what  St.  Peter  faid  ? 

How  could  recited  P rophecies ,  alone, 

Prove  to  the  Jews  that  Jefus  was  forefhown  ? 

Had  not  there  been  that  other  previous  Proof, 

To  ev  ry  thoughtfull  Jew ,  in  his  Behoof? 

Had  not  fuch  wond’rous  FaCls  ftruck  up  the  Light, 

That  fhow’d  their  Application  to  be  right  ?  490 

Trace 

*  P.  zp.  This  -was  the  Ground  of  his  Lord  flip's  Refolution  to  confute ,  or  at 
all  Events,  to  contradift  them  (the  Free-thinker's  Words J  • which  laft  Part  he 
has  performed  -with  great  Spirit ,  hut  how  far  he  has  fucceeded  in  the  firji ,  will 
he  feen  in  the  following  Remarks. 

f  P  4.  Proper  rather  (fpeaking  of  the  Bifliop’s  Works)  to  perplex-tban 
to  illujlrate  the  Notion  of  Prophecy ;  and  to  amufe  rather  than  inflrutt  an  inqui - 
fitive  Reader , 


ft 
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Trace  the  Quotations,  Sir,  that  Peter  made, 

“  *  And  fee  their  Force  i  impartially  difplay'd  s 
“  See  what  Solution  Jiated  Faff  fup plies, 

*s  Without  contriv'd  Evajion ,  or  Difguife” 

The  firft  Occafion,  which  th’  Apoftle  took 
To  cite  a  Paffage  from  a  Prophet's  Book, 

Was  at  that  public,  wonderful  Event, 

Upon  the  bleffed  Spirits  firft  Defcent  : 

The  faithfull  Flock,  that  met,  with  one  Accord, 

To  wait  the  Gifts  of  their  afcended  Lord,  500 

Soon  as  the  Tokens  of  his  Prefence  came. 

The  Sound  celeftiai,  and  the  facred  Flame, 

Began  to  fpeak,  with  holy  Ardor  fir’d. 

In  various  Hymns,  by  Heav’n  itfelf  infpir’d  ; 

This  joyfull  Voice,  of  a  diviner  Laud, 

Was  fpread  thro5  all  JerufaUm  abroad  ; 

And  pious  Jews,  from  ev’ry  diftant  Clime 
Redding  there,  that  providential  Time, 

Devout  Enitorne  of  all  Mankind, 

j 

Were  drawn  to  witnefs  that  which  God  defign’d  :  510 

His  wondrous  Works  as  lalileans  lung, 

All  underftood  the  fpirit-utter’d  Tongue  ; 

Of  Language,  then,  was  no  Confufion  known  ; 

Each  heard  this  one,  and  heard  it  as  his  own  : 

God 

*  P.  t  5  3  •  Jnjiead  of  contriving  any  evafivc  Expedients,  or  fancifull  Syftems 
to  elude  the  Force  of  fuch  Ob  jell  10m,  I  thought  it  my  Duty  to  examine  fcrioufly 
end  impartially ,  -what  Solution  oj  them  the  Subject  itfelf \  "when  fairly  Jlateds 
■would  fupply. 


(  24r  ) 

God  gave  the  Word  himfelf ;  and  all  the  good 
Shar’d  in  the  promis’d  Gift,  and  underfiood: 

Tho’,  then,  afionifli’d  at  the  wond’rous  Theme, 

Prepar’d  to  fpread  it  to  the  Worlds  Extreme. 

Others,  infenfible  of  Grace  divine, 

Mock’d  at  its  Influence,  and  talk’d  of  Wine;  J2Q 

Themfelves  intoxicated  with  that  Pride, 

By  which  the  deaf  in  Spirit  ftill  deride. 

’Twas  then  that  Peter ,  Banding  up  to  fliow 
Th’  abfurd  Reproach,  gave  all  of  them  to  know 
That,  what  thefe  Mockers  call’d  a  drunken  Fit, 

Was  God’s  Performance  of  what  Joel  writ 
Of  Days,  then  dawning,  when  he  would  impart 
His  Gofpel  Gifts  to  ev’ry  faithful  Heart; 

Pour  out  his  heav’nly  Spirit,  and  refrefli 
Not  Angle  Nations  only,  but  all  Flefli;  530 

All  fliould  partake,  that  would,  of  richer  Grace 
Now  fully  purchas’d  for  the  human  Race. 

'  (  .  ■  -  ' .  ;  r  t- 

-  V'/  .  "•">  4  :  •-  1  )  '  D  VI  L)V 

For  this  was  what  St.  Peter ,  then  infpir’d. 

Went  on  to  fliow,  and  Argument  requir’d; 

The  Jews  all  knew,  MeJJiah  was  to  come; 

That  this  of  all  Prediction  gave  the  Sum : 

The  Quefiion  was,  if  it  had  been  fulfill’d 
In  Jefus  ?  whom  their  wicked  Hands  had  kill’d. 

►  f  »  f  j*  t  .  • 

Now,  to  prove  this,  th’  Apofile  firfi  applies 
The  Miracles t  perform’d  before  their  Eyes; 

H  h 


54° 

God’s 
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God’s  Approbation  of  him,  he  defines, 

Was  manifeft  by  Wonders ,  and  by  Signs , 

Done  in  the  midft  of  them-  ■ — fee  here  the  Ground 
Prepar’d,  before  he  offer’d  to  expound. 

By  Arguments  of  futh  immediate  Force, 

So  plain,  fo  fixiking,  that  they  muft,  of  Courfe, 

Make,  fecondly ,  to  fuch  as  fhould  take  Heed, 

The  Word  of  Prophecy  more  fure  indeed. 

And  then  he  fhews  how  the  prophetic  Word 
With  its  exadt  Accomplifhment  concurr’d:  550 

What  David  had  prophetically  laid 
Jesus  fulfill’d,  in  rifing  from  the  Dead; 

Whereof  we  all  are  Witnefies — ~ — ‘here  lay 
The  ftrength  of  all  that  any  Words  could  fay  s 
When  Numbers  prefent  could  the  Fatt  atteft, 

Thoufands  of  Souls  tli’  accomplifh'd  Word  confeft  5 
That  this  was  He,  the  Lord,  the  Holy  One, 

Whom  David  fix’d  his  Heart,  and  Hopes  upon  ; 

And  fo  defcrib’d,  as  only  could  agree 

To  him,  whofe  Flefh  fhould  no  Corruption  fee .  560 

His  Refurredlion,  yon  perceive,  it  was 

That  fhow’d  the  Prophet’s  Word  now  come  to  pafs ; 

That  made  th’  Apoftle’s  Intimation  clear. 

He  fhed  forth  ibis ,  which  voe  now  fee ,  and  hear9 

Again ;  when  Peter  had  reftor’d  the  lame 
To  perfedt  Sound nefs,  in  our  Saviour’s  Name, 

He  told  the  wond’ring  Throng,  that  they  had  {lain 
The  Prince  of  Life,  whom  God  had  rais’d  again; 

Whereof 


(  243  ) 

Whereof  we  are  the  Witnefles,  fays  he; 

Then  fhows  how  all  the  Prophecies  agree  ;  570 

All  have  fucceftively  foretold  thefe  Days, 

And  mark'd  the  Prophet ,  whom  the  Lord  fhould  raife. 

So,  when  the  Priefts  and  Sadducees,  aggriev’d 
That  fuch  increafing  Multitudes  believ’d, 

Afk’d  by  what  Pow’r  he  acted,  Peter  faid. 

By  that  of  Jesus,  rifen  from  the  Dead ; 

By  him  this  healing  Miracle  is  wrought  s 

Then  quotes - - the  Stone,  <wbich  ye  have  fet  at  nought , 

On  thi i,  rejected  by  the  Builders  Hands , 

As  a  fure  Bajis ,  all  Salvation  Jlands.  5 So 

No  Prieft  was  then  fo  impotently  Ikill’d, 

As  to  fugged;  the  Pafiage  unfulfill’d; 

All,  by  the  wond’rous  Cure,  were  overcome ; 

The  living  Proof  was  there,  and  ftruck  them  dumb. 

In  vain,  a  Council  then,  as  well  as  now, 

To  filence  Miracles,  or  difavow  : 

Peter  and  John  could  neither  be  deterr’d ; 

They  needs  mu  ft  fpeak  what  they  had  feen,  and  heard : 
Nor  Charge,  nor  Chains,  nor  meditated  Death 
Could  flop  to  God’s  Commands  th’  obedient  Breath  ;  590 
His  final  Argument,  ftill,  Peter  brings, 

We  are  his  Witnejfes  of  all  thefe  Things , 

This,  you  may  read.  Sir,  was  the  real  Path 
That  Peter  trod,  in  his  confirmed  Faith; 

Hlu 


That 
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That  all  the  Preachers  of  the  Gofpel  tied. 

When  they  explain’d  the  Oracles  of  God  : 

Preach’d  what  themfelves,  without  a  learned  Strife, 

Sana,  beard ,  and  handled  of  the  Word  of  Life; 

When,  in  their  Days,  fo  mightily  it  grew, 

And  wrought  fuch  Proofs  that  Prophecy  was  true  :  600 

Which,  tho’  it  pointed  to  the  future  Scene, 

And  oft  prefigur’d  the  MejfiaP s  Reign, 

Yet  gave  a  Light,  comparatively  dim, 

That  ow’d  its  fhining  Certainty  to  him. 

Thus,  Sir-— to  come  directly  to  the  Text, 

"With  which  the  Critics  are  fo  much  perplex’d; 

Whereof  the  real  Meaning,  fairly  trac’d, 

Lays  heaps  of  Paper,  printed  on  it,  wafte  ; 

Had  they  adverted  that  St.  Peter ,  hill, 

From  what  he  faw,  upon  the  Holy  Hill,  610 

Argues  Apoftles  not  to  have  furmiz’d. 

Or  follow’d  Fables  cunningly  devis’d; 

But  to  have  witnefs’d  only  what  they  knew, 

From  their  own  Sight,  and  Hearing,  to  be  true  ; 

And  to  have  juftly  gathered,  from  thence, 

The  fure  Completion  of  prophetic  Senfe  : 

To  which  the  Jews  did  rightly  to  attend, 

’Till  they  themfelves  fhould  fee  it  in  the  End ; 

Had  they  confider’d  this,  they  would  have  found 
Of  all  their  wide  Perplexities  the  Ground  ;  620 

Have  foon  perceiv’d  that,  in  the  various  Brawl, 

A  wrong  Tranjlation  was  the  Caufe  of  alh 


Peter 


(  2  45  ) 

Peter  makes  no  Comparifon  between 
Prophetic  Word,  and  what  himfelf  had  feen  ; 

As  if  he  thought  the  Vilion  in  the  Mount 
Lefs  fure  to  him,  upon  his  own  Account. 

This  is  a  Stretch  by  which  the  Dodlor  meant 

“  *  Of  public  Patience ,  fure ,  to  try  ip  Extent  ; 

Or,  (hill  to  copy  fo  polite  a  Clown) 

“  To  try  hove  far  his  Nonsense  would  go  down,  630 

“  To  fay  the  Truth ,  his  Pages  indevout 
“  Have  furnifh'd  Matter  of  Offence  throughout  ; 
te  Bui  here ,  from  knowing  what  the  World  would  bear , 

4t  Grown,  without  Ceremony,  quite  fevere. 

He  would  oblige  his  Readers  to  admit 
A  Thing,  that  fhocks  or  plain,  or  critic  Wit; 

That  dark  old  Prophecy,  in  Peter' s  Choice, 

Was  held  more  fure  than  God’s  immediate  Voice: 

They  mu  ft  admit,  or  elfe  they  muft  be  weak, 

Something  more  fure  than  Truth  itfelf  could  fpeak.  640 

Nor 

*  P.  8.  But  to  fay  the  Truth,  I  have  never  obferved  a  f ranger  Injianee  of  the 
public  Patience  and  blind  Deference  to  the  Authority  of  a  great  Name ,  than  in 
the  Cafe  of  thefe  very  Difcourfes ;  -which  though  in  all  Parts  greatly  exception¬ 
able,  and  fumifning  Matter  of  Offence  in  every  Page ,  have  yet  pajfed  through 
many  Editions,  not  only  -without  Reproof,  but  with  feme  degree  even  of  Appro¬ 
bation.  And  it  was  this  Experience  perhaps  of  -what  the  World  -would  bear , 
- which  made  his  Lordjhip  refolve  to  withdraw  his  Preface ,  and  to  treat  us  no 
longer  with  any  Ceremony',  having  feen,  that  notwith flan  ding  the  Confciouf- 
nefs,  which  he  had  declared,  of  being  in  the  wrong,  the  Public  was  fill  difpofed 
to  think  him  in  the  right ,  and  that  his  Nonfenfe  would  go  down  with  them,  with¬ 
out  giving  him  the  Thuble  of  making  an  excufe  for  it. 
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Nor  does  St.  Peter ,  as  the  learned  gloze, 

Speaking  to  Jewifh  Converts,  here  fuppofe. 

That  they  would  think  comparative  Diftruft 
Of  an  Apoftle’s  own  Experience  juft  : 

No  true  Conftruftion  of  the  Text  can  guide 
To  fuch  Sufpieion,  Sir,  on  either  Side. 

His  Words  import,  direftly,  if  you  feek 
Their  genuine  meaning  in  the  vulgate  Greek, 

And  mind  the  previoufly  related  Scene ; 

His  Words,  I  fay,  mo  ft  evidently  mean,  650 

We  fa*w  the  Glory— ——heard  the  Voice>  and  thus 
Have  the  prophetic  Word  ?nade  Jure  to  us  ; 

Which  ye  do  well  to  follow,  as  a  Spark 

That  lpreads  a  Ray  through  Places  that  are  dark; 

’Till  ye,  with  us,  enjoy  the  perfect  Light, 

And  want  no  Prophecies  to  fet  you  right. 

An  Englijh  Reader  may  be  led,  indeed, 

To  think,  that,  as  th*  Apoftle’s  Words  proceed 
With  we  have  alfb — — “it  was  fometliing  more, 

Some  furer  Proof  than  what  had  gone  before :  660 

Rut  alfoy  tho’  without  Italics  read, 

Is  an  Addition  to  what  Peter  faid: 

It  only  iliows  how  our  Tranjlation  fail’d. 

And  made  the  Blunder,  that  has  fince  prevail’d; 

Which,  tho’  lufFiciently  provok’d  to  mend, 

The  learned  Thill  choofe  rather  to  defend. 


A 
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A  Writer,  whofe  freethinking  Schemes  incite 
The  Bifhop,  and  the  Do&or  both  to  write  ; 

Who  had,  it  feems,  in  Prophecies,  a  Rule 

Firft  to  extol,  and  then  to  ridicule,  670 

Took,  Sir,  his  Stand  on  this  corrupted  Place, 

From  whence  he  both  might  heighten,  and  difgrace: 

One  Point  the  vulgar  Error  gain’d,  alone ; 

While,  for  the  other,  he  employ’d  his  own. 

Ingenious  Authors  anfwer’d  him  apace. 

Rut  got  no  Triumph  in  this  knotty  Place: 

Good  Senfe  oblig’d  them  wholly  to  reject 
St.  Peter's  Preference,  in  his  own  Refpeft; 

Collins  himfelf  th’  Abfurdity  forbore; 

That  Height  was  left  for  Middleton  to  foar.  63o 

But  hill  fome  other  they  fuppos’d  there  was. 

Something  that  Prophecy  muft  needs  furpafs: 

What  it  was  not,  they  eafily  could  fee; 

But  what  it  was,  fcarce  two  of  them  agree: 

Intent  fome  kind  of  Pref’rence  to  provide. 

Which  alfo  plainly,  and  more  fure  imply’d ; 

All,  by  an  Error,  which  the  fimple  Thought 
Of  conftr’ing  right  had  redfifi’d,  were  caught. 

#  In  this  Miftake  the  Bifhop  too  has  fhar’d, 

/ IJferting  Prophecy  indeed  compar'd ,  6<)0 

And , 

*  P.  29.  His  Lord/hip's  Expoftion  of  tie  Text  is  this ;  u  that  the  Word  of 
Prophecy  is  compared  indeed  and  preferred  here  by  St.  Peter  to  the  Evidence 

**  of  that  heavenly  Voice,  • which  he  himfelf  had  heard  in  the  Mount,"  yet  not* ** 
as  that  freethinking  Author  imagines ;  on  the  Account  of  it's  being  a  furer  Proof 


or 
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Find,  by  St,  Peter,  to  the  Voice  prefer  'd. 

Which  he  himfclf, \  upon  the  Mount ,  had  heard z 
Tel  not ,  fays  he,  as  that  Freethinker  meant ; 

The  Words  relate  hut  to  that  one  Event , 

That  Jlands  upon  prophetical  Record , 

To  wit,  the  glorious  Coming  of  our  Lord. 

But,  one  or  all,  to  make  a  furer  Word 
Than  heav’nly  Demonftration  is  abfurd; 

And  glaring,  in  the  Inftance  that  he  cliofe, 

Becaufe  that  Coming,  as  the  Context  iliows,  yco 

Was  of  fuch  Majefty ,  as  Peter  knew 

That  Cbrift  was  really  cloath'd  with,  in  his  View; 

And,  therefore,  could  not,  poffibly,  fay  We 
Have  alfo  fomething  furer  than  to  fee : 

We  were  Eye  Wiinejfes  of  what  we  preach, 

Yet  think  more  certain  what  the  Prophets  teach. 

He  contradicts,  in  fplitting  on  the  Shelf 
Of  our  Tranflation,  Peter ,  and  himfelf; 

The  Saint - by  fuch  Reftriction  of  his  own, 

As  was,  by  him,  unthought  of,  and  unknown  ;  710 

Himfelf - who  fays  that  Peter,  in  this  Place, 

Admitting  Gofpel  Truth  to  be  the  Cafe, 

Far  from  preferring  the  Prophetic  Tell, 

Has  man  if  eft  ly  laid  ’twas  not  the  beft. 

or  better  Argument  for  the  general  Truth  of  the  Gofpel ,  but  only  for  the  partL 
cular  Article  of  Chrift’s  coming  again  in  Glory,  to  -which  cafe  alone  the  Com - 
parifon  relates ;  for  : with  regard  to  the  Truth  of  the  Gofpel ,  Peter  is  fa  far 
from  f peaking  of  Prophecy  in  this  Place,  as  the  befi  Evidence,  that  he  manifejlly 
j peaks  of  it  as  not  the  befl. 
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And  of  all  Gofpel  Truths,  that  you  can  name, 

This  glorious  Coming  is  the  one  great  Aim; 

The  Sum,  and  Subitance,  with  Refpedl  to  Man, 

OF  heav’nly  Purpofe,  fince  the  World  began: 

Divine  Intention  could  no  more  have  been 

For  Chriji  to  Juffzr,  than  for  Man  to  fin;  O 

Tho’,  fince  that  fatal  Accident  befell. 

Incarnate  Love  would  fave  him  from  a  Hell. 

Whereas  his  glorious  Reign  amongfl  Mankind 
Might,  from  their  firft  Exiftence,  be  defign’d : 

And  lince  his  fuff’ring,  faving  Advent  paft, 

What  Senfe  of  Juftice  can  deny  the  laft  ? 

His  reigning  Glory,  were  the  Prophets  dumb. 

All  Things,  in  Nature,  cry  aloud  will  come. 

Befides,  what  better  does  the  Text  afford, 

To  any  tolerable  Senfe  reftor’d,  730 

Compare,  prefer,  or  conflrue  how  you  will. 

Than  that  divine  Appearance  on  the  Hill? 

That  afcertainirig,  in  a  heav’nly  Light, 

Our  Saviour’s  Glory,  by  a  prefen t  Sight; 

That  Record ,  which  the  Father ,  thereupon. 

Gave  of  his  Son  to  Peter ,  James ,  and  John : 

So  full  of  Proofs  that,  let  what  will  be  chief. 

Doubt  is  too  near  akin  to  Difbelief. 

*  The  Doctor  fays,  “  tis  furely  no  Offence 

4(  To  true  Religion ,  or  to  common  Senfe ,  74® 

I  i  “  To 

*  P.  S4.  It  is  no  Offence  furely,  either  to  Reafon  or  Religion ,  to  imagine 
that  this  -wonderful  Apparition,  &c.  before  quoted,  Line  37» 
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i(  To  think  that ,  tracing  Circumftancss  oui> 
i(  Perplext  /, Ipoflles  might  be  left  in  Doubt, 

Yet  may  a  ferious  Reader  think  it  is, 

From  one  plain  Circumftance,  and  that  is  this; 

When  they  defcended  from  the  facred  Place, 

After  partaking  of  this  lieav’nly  Grace, 

Our  Saviour  charg’d  them  that  they  fhould  not  tell, 

To  any  Man,  the  Villon  that  befell; 

’Till  he  himfelf  was  r-ifen  from  the  Dead: 

The  Vilion  then - if  He  knew  what  he  faid - -  75° 

Was  true,  and  real;  while,  if  you  compleat 
The  DoHor’s  Hints  of  poffible  Deceit, 

To  give  his  ralh  Reflections  any  Force, 

Our  Lord  himfelf  muff  be  deceiv’d,  or  worfe  : 

Such  Things  would  follow- - but  the  horrid  Train 

Is  too  offenfive,  even  to  explain. 

In  line - —thefe  Comments,  which  the  Learned  make 

On  Peter  s  Words,  are  owing  to  Miftake: 

Thofe,  which  the  DoCtor  has  been  pleas’d  to  frame, 

Upon  his  whole  Behaviour,  are  the  fame.  760 

Nor  is  more  Learning  needful  in  the  Cafe, 

Than  to  confult  the  untranilated  Place : 

The  Phrafe,  you’ll  fee,  affects  what  I  affert, 

And  leaves  no  Critic  Room  to  controvert. 

#  Grotius  >  whofe  Paraphrafe  the  Doctor  quotes, 

Gives  it  this  Meaning  in  his  learned  Notes; 

The 

*  P.  32.  And  Grotius  Parapbrafes  the  fume  Words ,  as  if  the  Apojile  had 
faid;  The  Word  of  Prophecy,  had  always  great  Authority  with  us,  but 
now  a  much  greater,  after  we  have  feen  the  Events  correfpond  fo  aptly 
with  the  Predictions,  concerning  the  Mefliah. 
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The  Word  of  Prophecy  we  all  allow 

t 

To  be  of  great  Authority ,  but  now. 

With  us,  much  greater ,  who  have  feen  th'  Event 

So  aptly  corre/pond  with  its  Intent.  77° 

This  paves  the  Way  to  a  becoming  Senfe, 

And  overthrows  our  Authors  vain  Pretence; 

“  #  Vain  Art  and  Pains ,  employ'd  upon  the  Theme , 

“  To  drefs  up  an  imaginary  Scheme , 

“  Of  which,  the  whole  New  Tef  ament  around , 

“  Nor  Foot ,  nor  Footficp ,  Sir,  is  to  be  found. 

Tradition - tho’  of  Apoftolic  Kind, 

Su  ch  as  was  Enoch's  Prophecy - you  find 

f  Contemptuoully  call’d,  “  I  know  not  what,” 

Tho’  bv  St.  Jude  fo  plainly  pointed  at; 

Becaufe,  if  Jude's  Authority  be  good, 

Prophets  exifted  long  before  the  Flood:  780 

That  glorious  Advent - fet  fo  oft  in  View, 

Both  in  the  ancient  Scriptures,  and  the  new - 

Of  him,  who  firft  was  promis’d  at  the  Fall, 

Hope  of  all  Ages,  was  foretold  in  all. 

If  Enoch  and  if  Noah  preach’d  away, 

Was  Adam,  think  ye,  filent  in  his  Day  ? 

Had  he  no  Lofs  to  tell  his  Children  then  ? 

No  having  Righteoulnefs  to  preach  to  Men  ? 

I  i  2  Did 

*  P.  4.  I  found  much  Art  and  Pains  employed  (by  the  Bp.)  to  drefs  up  an 
imaginary  Scheme ,  of  -which  1  had  not  difcovered  the  leapt  Trace  in  any  of  the 
four  Gofpels. — 

1 

f  P.  18. —  Nor  do  they  ( the  Apojlles )  refer  us,  for  the  Evidences  of  our 
Faith f  to  l  know  not  what  Prophecies  of  Enoch. 


(  2£2  ) 

Did  God  ordain  two  Saviours,  in  the  Cafe 
Of  ante ,  and  of  poft  diluviari  Race  ? 

Let  oral  mention,  or  let  written  fail. 

If  good,  that  is,  if  chriftian  Senfe  prevail. 

It  never  can  permit  us  to  reject 
Confiftency  of  Truth,  for  their  Defedt: 

One  God,  one  Saviour,  and  one  Spirit  frill 
Recurs,  let  Bookworms  reafon  as  they  will : 
Whatever  faves  a  Man  from  being  curft. 

What  Man  can  fay,  God  hid  it  from  the  fir  ft : 

Or,  if  he  docs,  and  talks  as  if  he  knew, 

Will  want  of  Writings  prove  that  he  fays  true? 
With,  or  without  them,  Fancy  can  take  aim; 

If  wanting,  triumph;  or,  if  not,  difclaim: 

Let  them  abound,  no  Miracles  make  out; 

Let  them  be  lilent,  make  Apoftles  doubt. 

The  two  main  Pillars  of  his  whole  Difcourfe, 
Whereon  the  Dodtor  feems  to  reft  its  Force, 

And  begs  the  Reader,  Sir,  to  recollect 
In  his  Conclufton,  are  to  this  Effect ; 

“  *  "That  Gofpel  Proofs  on  P rcphecies  rely' d, 
s<  Singly ,  and  independently  apply' d  ; 

And ,  that  the  frjl,  from  whom  its  Preachers  draw 
if  Their  Proof  of  Christ,  is  Moses  in  the  Law* 

Both  which  St.  Peter's  Evidence,  again, 

Shows  to  be  Slips  of  his  too  hafty  Pen : 

For  when  tlT  Apoftle,  at  the  Temple  Gate, 
Reftor’d  the  Cripple  to  a  perfedt  State; 

*  See  Quotation ,  Page  *54, 
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And  took  Occafion,  from  the  healed  Lame, 

To  preach  the  Gofpel,  in  our  Saviour’s  Name; 
Thus  he  befpake  the  People  that  hood  by, 

God ,  by  the  Mouth - (obferve  the  facred  Tie)  — 

Of  all  his  Prophets  hath  forejhown  hi j  Son, 
fefus ,  by  whom  this  Miracle  is  done. 

Which  of  them,  fingly  then,  did  Peter  cite  ? 
What  Independency,  where  ail  unite? 

Where  all  predicted,  as  one  Spirit  bid, 

That  Chriji  fhould  fuffer,  as  he  really  did. 

And  enter  into  Glory — —for  that  next 
The  Preacher  fpeaks  to,  in  the  following  Text: 
Where,  in  his  Exhortation  to  repent, 

Jesus,  he  tells  them,  lhali  again  be  fent; 
Heav’ns  muft  receive  Mankinds  appointed  Head, 
’Till  Time  hath  done  whatever  God  hath  faid 
By  all  his  Prophets,  hnce  the  World  began — — 
For  fo  the  Senfe,  without  curtailing,  ran; 

Of  which  the  Doctor,  quoting  but  a  Part, 

Has  yet  diffolv’d  the  Charm  of  all  his  Art: 

Since  all -the  Prophets - let  the  World  begin 

With  Mofes,  if  he  will - are  taken  in  ; 

And  join’d  together,  muft,  whate’er  he  thinks, 
Produce  a  Chain,  however  few  the  Links. 

’Tis  true,  he  afterwards  begins  to  quote, 

And,  firft,  the  Prophet  of  whom  Mofes  wrote  : 
Adding— — that  all,  who  in  Succefiion  came. 
Had  likewife  fpoken  of  the  very  fame: 


* 
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The  fame  — (fee  how  prophetic  Words  confpire) 

God's  own  predicted  to  the  Jewiih  Sire: 

And  in  thy  Seed ,  fo  Peter  s  Words  atteft, 

Shall  all  the  Kindreds  of  the  Earth  be  blejl  : 

Proofs  of  our  Saviour  Chrift  you  fee  hiru  draw 
Prom  in,  from  after ,  from  before  the  Law. 

What  can  be  faid  in  Anfwer,  Sir,  to  this  ? 

The  Fadt  is  plain,  tho*  Peter  judg’d  amifs; 

%  For  fuch  defedt,  he  fcruples  not  to  own, 

“  COLLINS  againft  thf  Evangelijl  has  Jhown  : 

**  The  very  Gofpels  have  SOME  Proofs  ajfign'd 
Of  loofe ,  precarious ,  and  uncertain  Kind A 
This  Unbeliever ,  (in  the  (hocking  Terms, 

In  which  his  Caufe  a  Clergyman  confirms) 

“  Has  Arguments  unanfwerab/y  frong , 

“  To  prove  their  Manner  of  applying  ’wrong  :  860 

“  Allho\  whatever  Difficulties  lie 
€i  Againft  the  IV ay,  wherein  they  Jhall  apply , 

“  It 

*  P.  151.  Front  thefe  two  Obfervations,  it  follows,  that ,  whatever  Difficul¬ 
ties  may  be  charged  to  the  particular  Applications  of  Prophecies,  which  are  found 
in  the  New  Tejtament,  yet  on  the  whole,  that  way  of  applying  them  muft  be 
efteemed  by  Chrijlians ,  as  the  befl,  which  the  Cafe  affords ;  and  that  the  Authority 
of  the  Gofpel,  as  far  as  it  is  grounded  on  Prophecy,  red  on  thofe  fugle  and  inde¬ 
pendent  Predictions ,  which  are  delivered  occafionally  here  and  there,  in  the  La'v 
and  the  Prophets.  It  muft  be  confejfed  however,  that  the  Author,  againft 
whom  the  Bfop's  Difcourfes  are  levelled,  has  alledged  feveral  ftrong  and  even, 
Unanfwerable  ObjeHions  to  fome  of  them,  which  are  cited  by  the  Evangelids  in 
proof  of  the  Miff  on  of  Jefus ,  as  being  of  too  loofe  and  precarious  a  Nature,  to 
build  any  folid  Argument  upon . 


850 
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“  It  is  the  heft,  which,  of  ail  other  Ways , 

“  The  Cafe  afford i”* - fo  runs  his  rev’rcnd  Phrafe, 

So  Deift,  and  Divine,  but  both  in  vain, 

Seek  to  unfaften  the  prophetic  Chain. 

Should  the  New  Teftament  be  treated  fo 
By  one,  whofe  Character  we  did  not  know, 

Might  not  the  Language  mifs  ics  aim’d  Effect? 

And  rather  tempt  the  Reader  to  fufpeCt  8/ o 

That  fome  prefumptuous  Mocker,  and  felf-will’d, 

Had  Enoch's,  Judes ,  and  Peter's  Words  fulfill’d  l' 

To  clear  a  tortur’d  Pafiage  from  abufe, 

This  good  EffeCt  may,  pofiibly,  produce. 

That  when  a  Writer,  of  the  modern  Mode, 

Shall  caft  Reflections  on  the  facred  Code, 

Men  will  not,  merely  upon  fudden  Truft 
In  bold  Aflertions,  take  them  to  be  juft; 

Since  it  may  he — — that  he  has  only  made 

Of  great  Miftakes  a  critical  Parade  ;  88o 

Has  only  fpoken  Evil  of  thole  Things, 

Of  which  he  does  not  really  know  the  Springs ; 

Has  met  with  Matters,  high  above  his  reach. 

And,  fcorning  to  be  taught,  prefum’d  to  teach : 

Pvaifing,  about  them,  an  affeCted  Cry, 

That  ends  in  nothing  but  a - who  but  I  ? 


a 


*  Bard 
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ei  #  Bare  Prophecy ,  the  De&or  has  profefi , 
e‘  Admits  Completion  only  for  its  Tef: 
ss  Thd  Event ,  foretold  by  it,  muft  alfo  be 

“  What  human  Prudence  never  could  forefee  ;  800 

JV<?r  human  P cover  produce  ;  or  elfe  no  Sign 
“  Could,  thence,  appear  of  Agency  divine. 

Prophecy  then,  as  his  Defcrfptions  own, 

Can  be  made  fore  by  Miracles  alone  : 

It  is,  what  he  himfelf  is  pleas’d  to  call. 

While  nnfulnll’d,  no  Evidence  at  all. 

How  is  it,  then,  in  his  repeated  Term, 

Of  funding  Evidence ,  more  fure  and  firm  ? 

Plow  is  this  confonant  to  handing  hill 

As  none  at  all,  ’till  Miracles  fulfill?  900 

If  it  has  none  till  they  are  overpaid. 

Is  not  the  Evidence  from  them  at  laid? 

From  them  prophetic  Word,  before  obfcure. 

Becomes  an  Evidence  confirm’d,  and  fare; 

Its  Truth  is  fir  ft  demon  fixated,  and  then, 

Reflects  its  Light  on  Miracles  again. 

A  hungry  Queftion,  therefore,  to  enquire. 

Of  two  great  Proofs,  that  actually  confpire. 

Which 

*  P.  40.  Whereas  a  hare  Prophecy ,  delivered  as  the  Proof  of  a  divine  Charac¬ 
ter  in  any  Perfon  or  DoFirine,  is  incapable  of  any  pefuafive  force,  or  of  giving 
any  Sort  of  ConviRion,  until  it  be  accomplijhed ;  the  Completion  of  it  being  the 
foie  Teft ,  by  -which  its  Veracity  can  be  determined.  The  Event  like  wife,  foretold 
by  it,  muft  be  of  a  Kind ,  * which  neither  human  Prudence  could  forefee,  nor  human 
Power  produce  ;  for  .otheru’fe  it  could  not  give  any  Ajjurance  of  a  divine  Inter- 
pefition .« — — 
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Which  is  the  bell:;  when,  with  united  Light, 

They  both  produce  an  Evidence  fo  bright.  910 

*  But  “  the  Freethinker ,  with  a  crafty  View, 

(If  what  his  learn’d  Afliftant  fays  be  true) 

“  Had  rais'd  prophetic  Credit  to  Excefs> 

“  In  order ,  more  fecurely ,  to  deprefs ; 

Andy  for  this  Caufey  his  Lordjhip  undertook 
<(  To  write ,  it  feems>  at  all  EventSy  a  Book A 

This  being,  then,  the  Motive  which  he  had, 

A  Reader  afks - what  is  there  in  it  bad  ? 

With  what  Decorum  does  a  Pried:  accufe 
A  Bifhop,  writing  againft  crafty  Views? 

Views  of  an  Enemy  to  Gofpel  Truth - 

Is  the  defending  of  him  lefs  uncouth? 

Does  fuch  Defence,  with  fuch  a  Rudenefs  writ, 

The  Pried:,  the  Bifhop,  or  the  Caufe  befit? 

So  interlarded  with  that  loofe  Reproach, 

Which  want  of  Argument  is  wont  to  broach; 

So  deeply  ting’d  the  Ciceronian  Style 
With,  what  the  Critics  commonly  call.  Bile; 

That  they,  who  thought  it  worth  their  while  to  feek 
The  Author’s  Motive,  judg’d  it  to  be  Pique.  930 

K  k  -  Soon 

* 

*  P.  29.  As  far  as  thefe  Words  go,  there  is  certainly  nothing  in  them  hut 
■what  a  fincere  Advocate  of  the  Gofpel  might  freely  allow  and  join  ijfue  upon  ; 
hut  they  carne  from  an  Enemy,  -who  had  a  crafty  View  in  extolling  the  Creait  of 
Prophecy,  in  order  to  deprefs  it  afterwards  the  more  effedually :  And  tnis  was 
the  Ground  of  his  Lordpip's  Refoluiion  to  confute ,  or ,  at  all  Events,  to  contra * 
diH  them ,  &c.  quoted?.  18. 
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Soon  as  you  enter  on  the  Work,  you  fee 
An  inftant  Sample  what  the  whole  will  be: 

Firffc,  “  #  being  jealous  of  the  Bijhop's  Views, 
e<  His  Book ,  J or  Years,  he  dar'd  not  to  perufe ; 

“  Afraid  io  truft  fo  eminent  a  Guide , 

“  For  fear  his  JUDGEMENT  Jhouid  be  warp'd  ajide : 

Tho’  quite  fecure - “  for  he  had  ever  found 

<c  Authority  to  be  a  t reach' rous  Ground; 

“  And  even  this - this  capital  Affair, 

That  was  to  lead  his  Judgment  to  a  Snare,  94® 

“  He  found— and  juft  as  he  EXPECTED  too-  **■— 

Who  feat' d  before  a  Bias  from  his  View - — 

When  gracioufly  inclin’d  to  fee  it  flnce, 

“  Quite  of  a  Kind  that  never  CAN  CONVINCE  : 

Which,  to  be  fure,  afforded  Reafon  good 
To  write  a  Book  againft  it,  left  it  Jhouid. 

Had  any  other  Author,  lefs  polite, 

With  vulgar  Phrafe  attempted  thus  to  write; 

And,  thus,  begun  fo  fine  a  Scheme  to  fpift; 

£‘  J  The  Reas' ners  of  this  World  had  broken  in,  950 

,e  Rudely 

*  P.  a.  1  knew  Vs  Lordfinp  a  Jo  it)  he  eminently  qualified  to  drefs  up  any 
SubjeB  into  any  Form ,  which  would  heft  ferve  his  own  Views,  and  was  jealous 
6p  warping  my  Judgment  by  Rome  Bias,  which  his  Author  ity  might  be  apt  to 
imprint :  For  fo  far  as  my  Experience  had  reached ,  I  had  ever  found  Authority 
a  treacherous  Guide  to  a  fearcber  after  Truth  ; — P.  4.  Upon  this  Tajk  I  foon 
after  entered,  and  found  this  capital  Work  of  his  Lordjhip's  to  be  jujl  fuch  as  I 
expeBed ;  exhibiting  a  Species  of  Reafoning  peculiar  to  bimfelf ,  ever  Jubtle 
and  refined,  yet  never  convincing > — 

f  P.  io«5.  But  his  Lordfinp  being  epprehenfive  that  the  Reafoners  of  this 
World  might  break  in  upon  him ,  and  rudely  unravel  his  fine-fpun  Scheme 
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<l  Rudely  unravefd  all  bin  fine-fpun  Scheme , 

And  fent  him  forth  to  feek  another  Theme, 

How  fuited  this  to  any  good  Defign, 

That  ffiould  engage  a  Chriftian,  a  Divine? 

f  But  what  are  Names— - if  not  a fngle  one 

Be  worth  Regard ,  for  fixteen  Hges  gone  ? 

If  to  enquire  what  any  of  t hern  fay 

Be ,  as  he  thinks ,  hut  wafting  Rime  away  P 

Himfelf  excepted  in  the  modeft  Creed, 

Unlefs  he  writes  for  Nobody  to  read.  960 

Sure,  of  all  treach’rous  Guides,  the  greateh  Cheat 
Is  that  of  wild,  unchriftian  Self-conceit: 

Poflefs’d  by  this  domeftic,  inbred  Pride, 

The  wife  Freethinkers  fcorn  the  Name  of  Guide: 

Their  own  Sufficiency,  with  Eyes  their  own. 

Clearly  beheld,  they  truft  to  that  alone. 

Piefolv’d  no  other  Maxims  to  imbibe, 

Than  what  their  Reafon ,  and  their  Senfe  preferibe 

That  is  Themjelves - for  what  a  Man  calls  his9 

In  fuch  a  Cafe,  is  really  what  he  is :  970 

Choofe  how  refin’d  an  Ego t if  may  be, 

His  Reafon,  Judgment,  Mind,  and  Senfe  is  he. 

K  k  In 

■J*  P.  3.  I  thought  it  an  idle  Curiojity  and  wafe  of  Time ,  to  inquire ,  what 
tiny  modern  Divine  had  preached  or  -written  about  it  ( viz.  the  Nature  of  Pro~ 
phccy)  hecaufe  the  -whole  that  can  he  known  authentically ,  concerning  its  Relation 
to  ChriJUanity ,  mujl  he  learnt  from  thofe  who  fir  ft  planted  Chrifianity ,  and  were 
in/lruftcd  by  the  Author  of  it,  on  what  Foundation  it  refed ,  and  how  far  the 
Argument  of  Prophecy  was  ufefal  to  its  Propagation 'and  Support . 


(  2<5o  ) 

In  fuch  Confinement  if  he  fits  enthrall’d, 

No  Matter  by  what  Title  he  is  call’d; 

Blind,  as  a  Sadducee,  to  heav’nly  Light, 

He  moil l  believe  his  own  Conceptions  right: 

No  Prophecy ,  to  him,  can  feem  more  fure; 

Nor  Miracle  attefied  work  his  Cure. 

That  of  Converfion  from  his  own  dark  Mind 
Muft  firft  convince  him,  that  he  once  was  blind  : 
Then  may  he  fee,  with  falutary  Grief, 

The  dire  EfFefls  of  wretched  Unbelief ; 

Loofer,  and  loofer  from  all  facred  Ties, 

To  what  ftrange  Heights  a  felf-tauglit  Sophift  flies. 

Friendfhip  to  Do£lor  Middleton ,  fincere, 

Muft,  if  exerted,  wifh  him  to  forbear 
A  Kind  of  writing  on  the  Chriftian  Caufe, 

That  gains  him  no  defirable  Applaufe: 

That,  whether  meant  or  not,  may,  unawares. 
Involve  a  Pleader  in  freethinking  Snares. 

Involve  himfelf — - — If  frequent  the  Relapfe, 

A  Teacher  of  Divinity ,  perhaps, 

May  run  the  Pvifque  of  being  quite  bereft; 

Of  having  nothing,  but  the  Habit ,  left. 

May  that,  which  teaches  rightly  to  divide 
The  Word  of  Truth,  be  his  petition’d  Guide! 

Or,  if  refolv’d,  at  prefent,  to  purfue, 

At  future  Leafure,  a  miftaken  Clue  ; 

May  future  Leafure- - an  uncertain  Date - — 

If  granted,  find  him  in  a  better  State  ! 


Baguley,  Auguft:  12,  1756, 


Four  EPISTLES 


To  the  R.ev.  Mr.  L - ,  late  Vicar  o£  Bowden,  upon  the 

Miracle  at  the  Feaft  of  PentecofL 


I. 

QUR  Folks,  gone  a  vifiting,  Reverend  Sir, 

Having  left  me  at  home  here,  lefs  able  to  {Hr, 

I  am  thinking  on  Matters,  that  lovingly  pad, 

Where  the  ’Squire  of  the  Houfe,  and  I,  vifited  lad  ; 

At  the  Vicar’s  of  Bowden,  old  Friend  of  us  two, 

And  a  lover  of  Learning,  fair,  honed,  and  true; 

Efpecially  fuch,  as  {hall  make  to  appear 

Any  PafTage  of  Scripture  more  eafy,  and  clear. 

II. 

The  Scripture  was  writ,  and  is  oft  underftood, 

By  Perfon?  unlearned,  but  pious  and  good ; 

Who  have  much  better  Helps,  than  mere  Learning  can 
yield, 

Which  may  yet  be  of  ufe,  in  it’s  own  proper  Field ; 

If  it  be  but  to  mend  its  own  Faults  in  a  Brother ; 

And  correct,  in  one  Man,  the  Midakes  of  another; 

Or 


(  2^2  ) 

Or  to  combat  our  Scruples,  and  fix  a  true  Thought, 
When  the  Head  fhall  confirm  what  the  Heart  has  been 
taught. 

III. 

One  Thing,  I  remember,  that  fell  in  our  W; ay, 

Was  the  fpeaking  in  Tongues,  on  the  Pentecoft  Day ; 
Which  our  Friend,  the  Divine,  had  conceiv’d  in  a  Light, 
That,  however  fo  thought,  does  not  feem  to  be  rights 
All  the  Comments,  ’tis  true,  that  one  ever  has  met. 
Concur  with  his  Notions  about  it ;  but  yet 
The  Miftake  is  fo  plain,  that  I  wifh,  by  forne  Means, 

To  obtain  his  Keview  of  thofe  wonderful  Scenes, 

IV. 


It  is  not  my  Thought ;  for  I  fir  ft  was  appris’d 
Of  the  Thing  by  a  Jacob ,  too  greatly  defpis’d  ; 
Dipping  into  whofe  Writings,  which  little  I  knew. 
Some  Expreffion  like  this  was  prefented  to  View- — — 

**  All  Languages  fpokc?i  hy  Peter  in  one - 

A  Truth,  which  the  Moment  I  enter’d  upon, 

All  the  Force  of  Simplicity,  Fitnefs,  and  Fadl, 
Extorted  aiTent,  that  I  could  not  retradf. 

V. 

If  the  honeft  old  Vicar,  our  vifited  Friend, 

To  St,  Luke's  own  Account  will  be  pleas’d  to  attend. 


I 


(  263  ) 

I  cannot  but  think,  that  the  current  Conceit 
Will  yield  to  Solution,  fo  clear,  and  complete 
Of  a  Number  of  difficult  Points,  that  arife 
Upon  viewing  the  Text  with  unprejudic’d  Eyes; 

If  Speakers  were  more  than  Apoftles ;  and  fpoken 
But  to  one  in  fifteen  was  a  fenfible  Token, 

VI. 

For  the  Names  to  that  Number,  if  rightly  I  count 
By  a  Baguly  Bible,  of  Nations  amount, 

Who  all  underftood  what  a  Peter ,  or  John , 

Or  whoever  he  will,  was  difcourfing  upon  : 

And  to  all,  at  one  Time  ;  for,  how  plain  to  be  feen. 

That  Perlons,  nor  Place,  could  admit  of  fifteen  ? 

"When  Parthiansy  and  Medesy  Elamites — — —and  the  reft 
Muft  be  too  intermix’d  to  be  fingly  addreft. 

VII. 

Are  not  thefe - faid  the  Men  (the  devout)  of  each 

Land, 

Galileans y  that  fpeak  ?  whom  we  all  underhand  ? - - 

As  much  as  to  fay - by  what  wonderful  Pow’rs 

Does  the  Tongue  Galilean  become,  to  us,  ours  ? 

While  the  good  were  fo  juftly  aftoniffi’d,  the  bad, 

Whofe  Hearts  were  unopen’d,  cri’d  out,  they  are  mad  : 

Unaccountable  Charge,  if  we  do  not  recall 

That,  in  one  fingle  Tongue,  the  Apoftles  fpeak  all. 


VIII.  For 
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vxxr. 

For  feparate  Speakers,  and  Tongues,  it  is  clear, 

Good  and  bad,  without  Madnefs,  might  equally  hear ' 
And  furprife,  in  the  bad,  would  be  equally  keen, 

How  illiterate  Men  could  fpeak  all  the  fifteen  : 

But  the  Miracle,  wrought  in  the  fimpleft  of  Ways, 

In  both  good  and  bad,  well  accounts  for  Amaze ; 

One  was  feniibly  touch’d  with  a  Gift  fo  divine, 

One  ftupidiy  liais’d  the  Reproach  of  new  Wine. 

IX. 

When  St.  Peter  {food  up,  and,  to  all  the  whole  Throng, 
Show’d  the  Truth,  in  a  Sermon  fo  good,  and  fo  long, 

But  to  one  fifteenth  Part  was  it  only  then  fhown  ? 

To  the  worh,  the  Jerufalem  Scoffers  alone  ? 

Whilft  all  the  good  Strangers,  not  knowing  one  Word, 
Stood  unediffd  by  ?  This  is  greatly  abfurd  : 

God  pour’d  out  his  Spirit— that  anfwers  all  Mock  — 
And  fpake,  by  St.  Peter ,  to  all  his  whole  Flock. 

X. 

The  vulgar  Objection,  which  commenting  Strain 
Has  made  to  a  Thing  fo  exceedingly  plain, 

Is— — the  Miracle  then  would  not  be  in  the  Speaker, 

It  would  be  in  the  Hearers - now  what  can  be  weaker  1 

For  the  Gift,  in  this  cafe,  had  a  twofold  Pvefpedt, 

And  muff  needs  be  in  both,  to  produce  its  Effect ; 


;  ( 26,- ) 

To  account  for  the  Fact,  which  the  Comments  forgot, 
Why  the  pious  could  hear  what  the  Mockers  could  not, 

XL 

It  is  no  where  affirm’d,  that  tlT  Apoftles  acquirsd 
Any  Tongue  but  their  own,  tho’  divinely  infpir’d  : 

St.  Peter.,  St.  John  are  foon  mention’d  again, 

And  deferib’d  as  unlearned,  and  ignorant  Men  : 

- - But  enough— — or  too  much— — for  the  Shortnefs  of 

Time 

Gives  a  Hint  to  fet  Bounds  to  the  Extenfion  of  Rhimej 
Our  Friend  will  acknowledge,  tho5  hafty  the  Letter, 

This  Queftion’s  Solution — — or  give  us  a  better. 

XII. 

So  I  iliall  not,  here,  touch  upon  Hebrew,  and  Creek > 
Where  a  Rabbi ,  fo  able,  if  minded  to  feek. 

May  obferve  other  Points,  in  which  Learning,  that  makes 
Many  Things  clear  enough,  has  occalion’d  Miftakes  : 
Whether  this  be  one  Inftance,  I  only  defire, 

That  a  fuitable  Leifure  may  prompt  to  enquire; 

For,t  to  me,  it  appears,  that  the  Miracle  done 
Was  all  by  one  Language— — as  clear  as  the  Sun. 


L  l 


EPISTLE 


November  3c,  1756. 


I. 

J^JANY  Thanks  have  been  order’d,  this  Day,  to  attend 
The  Receipt  of  your  Letter,  Dear  Vicar,  and  Friend  5 
Which,  at  firft,  being  left'to  your  Leifure-  to  frame, 

W as  fure  to  be  welcome,  whenever  it  came  : 

The  Point,  which  the  Mufe  had  a  Mind  to  propofe 
In  her  free  fpoken  Rhimes,  you  have  handled  in  Profe ; 
All  fair  on  both  Sides,  becaufe  fay  it,  or  ling, 

Truth  alone,  in  the  Cafe,  is  the  principal  Thing. 

II. 

But  I  cannot  but  marvel,  that  much  better  Sight 
Than  my  own  fliould  not  fee  fo  Meridian  a  Light, 

As  that  of  the  fpeaking,  at  Pentecoft  Time, 

By  the  Spirit  of  God,  to  the  good  of  each  Clime, 

In  one  lingle  Tongue,  by  that  Spirit  infpir’d, 

Whofe  Affiftance  did  all,  that  could  then  be  requir’d  ; 
Whofe  Power,  it  is  certain,  could  make  itfelf  known, 

By  a  Number  of  Tongues,  or  by  one  Tongue  alone, 

III, 


Or 


So  needlefs  the  Many,  fo  firnple  the  One, 
That  I  wonder  what  Judgment  can  hehtate  on. 
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Or  a  learned  Enquiry,  that  finds,  if  it  feek, 

.That  the  Tongue  might  be  one,  in  ConftruTion  of  Greek : 
Which  as  Comma  takes  Place  (as  old  Gregory  faid, 
Nazianzsn  I  think)  either  way  may  be  read; 

Theyfpeak  in  our  Tongues - or,  as  Cllriftallipe  clear, 

The  Fact  is,  to  my  XJnderftanding- - we  hear. 

IV. 

I  fent  you  fome  Reafons,  from  Bagulcy,  why 
The  Tongue  was  but  one,  which  vouchoofe  to  pafs  by  ; 
And  to  comment  St.  Luke  in  a  many. ton gu'd  Way, 

That  darkens  the  Light,  which  I  took  to  be  Day  : 

And  Day  it  is  hill- - for  Account,  that  you  give, 

<c  So  plain  and fo  obvious ”  is  Water  in  Sieve; 

Which  feems  to  be  fomething,  at  fir  ft -looking  View, 

But  by  Holes  plain ,  and  obvious ,  it  quickly  runs  through, 

V. 

#  “  The  Tongues  which  appeased,  and  which  fat  upon  each * 
t(  All  cloven ,  and  fiery ,  (you  argue,)  may  teacbt 

L  1  2  <£  And 

*  The  cloven  Tongues  like  Fire ,  -which  fat  upon  each  of  the  Perfons  mentioned 
( A6ts  i.  15.)  -were  a  plain  fymholical  Notice ,  that  by  the  Holy  Ghoft,  -with 
-which  they  -were fben  baptized,  they  Jbould  he  endowed,  for  the  Propagation  of 
the  Gcfpclin  all  Nations ,  -with  divers  Languages .  If  this  is  not  the  Cafe,  pray 
■what  Reafon  can  be  affigned  -why  there  jhould  be  an  Appearance  of  fiery  Tongues 
divided }  and  fitting  upon  each  of  the  Apoftles  and  Difciples  ? 

Mr,  Lancafter’s  Letter  to  Dr,  Byrora. 
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ce  And,  by  Notice  Symbolical,  make  it  d'tfcernd 

G£  That  they  fpake  in  juch  \ Tongues ,  as  they  never  had  learn  'dA 

Need  I  tell  an  Hebroean,  that  Tongue  is  the  fame. 

In  Relation  to  Fire,  as  the  Englifh  Word  Flame  ? 

Which  appears  to  be  cloven,  and  Proof  that  is  fpun 
From  the  Tongues,  or  the  Flames---has  too  much  of  the  Pun. 

VI. 

When  you  aik — - — Pray,  what  Reafon  can  elfe  be  affign  cl 

For  Tongues  ?  I  afk  you - Pray,  what  Reafon  for  Wind  ? 

Not  to  ihun  a  fair  Queftion ;  but  Tongue  being  Flame 
May  have  anfwer’d,  already,  your  queftioning  Aim: 

I  think  that  an  Air,  that  a  Flame  from  above 
Both  is,  and  betokens,  the  Life,  and  the  Love, 

W  hich  if  Chriftians  were  blefl  with, OneLanguage  would  do ; 
And  their  whole  Body  fill’d  with,  there  could  not  be  two. 

VII. 

But  let  them  be  Symbols,  the  Tongues,  if  you  will, 
Of  the  Grace,  which  the  Spirit  was  pleas’d  to  inftill; 

His  Gift  is  as  good,  if,  in  fpeaking  their  own. 

Men  made  the  fame  Truth,  in  all  Languages,  known: 
This  Efteft,  you  will  grant,  the  good  Gift  to  intend ; 
Now,  fuppofing  two  Ways  of  attaining  one  End, 

Is  that  Explication  lefs  likely,  or  juft, 

Which  takes  the  more  fimple,  more  plainly  auguft  ? 

t 


VIII.  Your 
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VIII. 

Tjour  Account  is  quite  new,  in  one  Tiling  that  I  meet* 

t 

*  That  is- - “  That  the  Speakers  -went  into  the  Street ; 

Or  went  out  of  the  Houfe  to  the  Multitude  met — — * 

For  of  this  going  out  I  have  never  read  yet ; 

Or,  if  ever  I  did,  have  forgotten  the  Book, 

And  can  find  nothing  faid  in  th’  Account  of  St.  Luke, 
But  what  lOhould  imply  both  profane,  and  devout 
Coming  into  the  Houle ;  and  not  them  to  go  out. 


IX. 

May  one  afk  what  Authority,  then,  you  have  got 
For  the  Scene,  and  Succeffion,  which  here  you  allot 
To  theTpeaking  Difciples,  in  Number  fifteen, 

By  an  Order  well  fancied,  but,  not  to  be  feen 

In  the  APIs,  or  elfe where,  the  New  Te (lament  through. 

Nor - what  I  fhall  juft  give  a  Hint  of  to  you - -i 

Will  you  find  an  Apoftle,  not  even  a  Paul, 

In  a  Tongue,  not  his  own,  ever  preaching  at  all. 

X.  I 

*  The  Apsjlles  and  Difc'ples,  upon  the  Rumour  of  -what  had  happened  being 
fpread  abroad,  by  thofe  of  the  Houfe  in  which  they  were  ape  mb  led,  went  out  to 
the  Multitude,  -whom fuch  a  Report  had  brought  together;  and  then,  in  order, 
firj}  one  of  them  in  one  Language,  and  then  another  of  them  in  another,  and  fa 
on,  till  all  the  Languages  of  the  Nations  fpecifed  were  ufed ,  ad  dr  c/fed  the  Mul¬ 
titude  ;  who  hearing  illiterate  Galileans  [p  uking  after  fuch  a  Manner,  to  each 
different  Clafs  among]}  them,  in  their  own  proper  Language,  in  which  they 
were  born ,  were  amazed  and  confounded .  Mr.  L  s  Letter, 
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X. 

1  agree  that  “  #  the  Mockers ,  mock'd  with  the  Throng, 
Knew  only  their  vulgar ,  JERUSALEM  Tongue”— 

But  when  you  fay,  farther,  what  cannot  but  ftrike, 

“  That  the  Nations ,  /<?/?,  #//  underfiood  it  alike ” — — 

Your  order’d  Confufion  of  fpeaking  a  Store 
1  o  a  Croud,  out  of  Doors  —  — is  more  puzzling,  and 
more ! 

J  In  the  mid  ft  of  fuch  Darknefs,  if  you  can  fee  Light, 
You  need  not  complain  of  the  Want  of  Eye  Sight, 

XL 

Thus,  my  dear  old  Acquaintance,  I  run  thro’  your  Plan® 
And  defend  my  Conviction,  as  well  as  I  can, 
f  As  to  what  a  Bengelius ,  or  Wejlsy ,  may  raife 
From  twelve  hundred  and  ftxty  prophetical  Days; 

As 

*  The  Mockers  appear  to  he  fuch  as  underfood  the  Jewifh  Language.  St . 
Peter’s  Speech,  beginning  (A<5ts  z.  14.)  is  addrejfed  to  all  the  Multitude ;  and 
as  being  fo,  is /poke  in  the  Jeivif)  Language ,  ■which  all  of  them ,  tho ’  of  differ¬ 
ent  Nations ,  underfood .  Mr.  L’s  Letter 

£  z?  greater  Complaint  than  this  I  have  to  make ,  that  is  0 want  of 

Rye-fght - for  what  appears  to  you  as  clear  as  the  Sun ,  does  not  appear  to 

me  clear  at  all .  Mr.  L’s  Letter. 

f  The  Rev.  Mr.  John  Wefey  in  his  Explanation  of  the  new  Tef  ament,  this 
Tear pub/ified,  fays  that  the  sz6o  prophetical  Days  in  the  Revelations  are  not* 
as  fame  have  fuppofed  iz6o,  but  7  77  common  Years,  and  that  Bengelius  in  hit 
German  Introduction  has  fieivn  this  at  Large.  You  underfund  the  German 
Language,  and  therefore ,  if  Bengelius  he  in  your  Library,  I  defre  in  a  few 
Lines,  you  will  let  me  know  how  he  makes  this  out ,  Mr.  L’s  Letter 
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As  the  Book  is  not  here,  if  it  otherwife  could, 

My  Skill  in  the  German  can  do  you  no  good ; 

But  the  Part,  that  you  mention,  my  Author  foretells 
Will  be  put  in  our  Tongue,  by  a  Dottor  at  Wells . 

XII 


So  writes  younger  Wejley ,  who  call’d  here,  and  din’d. 
And  to  him  I  fubfcrib’d  for  it;  tho’  in  my  Mind, 
What  Prophets  have  written,  it’s  Learning  in  vains 
Without  feme  prophetical  Gift,  to  explain; 

Nay,  in  Points  that  are  clear,  beyond  any  fair  Doubt, 
It  is  fifteen  to  one — — that  the  Learned  are  out. 

This  Ratio,  I  find,  in  one  Inftance  is  true; 

Excufe  the  Prefumption — — - 

Dear  Vicar,  Adieu. 


I. 


jHope  that  the  Vicar  will  pardon  the  Hafie 

With  which  an  Occafion,  once  more,  is  embrac’d 
Of  getting  fome  Knowledge,  in  Points  that  I  feek. 

From  one  fo  well  vers’d  both  in  Hebrew  and  Greek; 

In  a  Quefiion  of  Fact,  where  a  friendly  Purfuit 
Has  the  Truth  for  its  Object,  and  not  the  Difpute: 
Which,  tlio  Hafie  fliould  encroach  upon  metrical  Leifure* 
Will  be  fure,  if  it  rife,  to  be  kept  within  Meafure. 


II.  If 


(  272  ) 

II. 

t 

ft  would  fare  much  voluminous  Labour,  fometimes. 

If  Difputes  were  ti’d  down  to  diipailionate  Pdiimes, 

As  well  as  to  R.ealons - —but,  not  to  digrefs— — 

Having  weigh’d  his  Pvefponfes  both  larger,  and  lets; 

I  refume  the  fame  Subjeft,  fame  Freedom  of  Pen, 

To  intreat  for  fome  fmall  Satisfaction  again. 

In  Relation  to  Points,  which,  appearing  abfurd. 

Have  extorted  poetical  Favour  the  third, 

IIL 

#  Three  Things  are  laid  down  in  Profe  Favour  the  lafts 
And  Regard  to  his  Thoughts  would  have  none  of  them 

paft; 

To  his  fir  ft  it  was  paid,  to  his  future  iliall  be ; 

But  let  Veritas  niagis  arnica  be  free : 

Firft, — - — “  manage  the  Comma ,  fays  he,  how  you  will, 

“  Speak, - or  HEAR  ———the  lame  Senf e  wiil  re  full  from 

itjiiir — — 

Yes;  the  Senfe  of  the  Context—— haXwT&v  csjjtcov— 

While  they  ipeak  in  their  Tongue,  we  all  hear  in  wown. 

IV,  The 

*  lent  fend  me  to  Hebrew  and  Greek,  and  the  Refult  of  my  enquiry  is ,  how¬ 
ever  the  Comma  be  managed  in  the  V erf e  you  mean ,  (Aids  i,  nj  the  Senfe  is 
the  fame  i  and  that  VXDb  ,  when  ufed  by  iifelf  never  ftgnifies  Fire  or  Flame . 

And  therefore ,  to  bring  the •  Difpute  to  a  fort  IJfue ,  I  de fire  your  Anfwer  to  the 
following  tfuery. 

Were  the  new  Tongues ,  which  our  Saviour  (St.  Mark  1 6.  17,)  promifed  his 
Difciples  ftould  fpeak  withy  new  Languages ,  i,  e.  fuch  as  they  had  never  learn - 
ed—or  not?  Mr.  Ids.  Letter. 
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IV. 

The  Hebrew  Word  7ntu .  or  Tongue ,  fays  lie  next* 
Whene’er  it  is  us’d,  by  itfelf,  in  a  Text, 

Never  fignifies  Fire,  never  fignifies  Flame — — 

And  believing  it  true,  I  fay  alfo  the  fame  ; 

But  in  joint  “yj  Jsf  77H3  /S  Tongue  of  Fire,  or  a  Blaze, 
Foreign  Languages  claim  no  Symbolical  Phrafe ; 

Tho’  Tongue  may  occafion  Miftake  to  befall, 

It  has  here  no  Relation  to  Language  at  all. 

V. 

Short  Iffue,  he  thinks,  the  Difpute  will  admit, 

And  defires  me  to  anfwer  this  Query,  to  Wit, 

Were  the  Tongues,  the  new  Tongues,  which  a  Promif® 
was  made 

That  Difciples  fliould  fpeak,  as  St.  Mark  has  difplay’d, 
NewT  Languages  ?  (fuch  as  have  never  been  got 
By  learning,  before-hand,  to  fpeak  them)  or  not? 

To  which,  for  the  prefent,  till  Some-body  fhow 
That  it  mu  ft  have  this  Meaning,  my  Anfwer  is— — No. 

VI. 

Now  this,  if  he  can,  I  could  wifh  he  would  do, 

And  prove  the  Confirmation- — — ne*w  Languages — —true. 
In  the  Senfe  that  he  means ;  for,  when  all  underftood 
One  Perfon  who  fpake,  it  was  really  as  good 
As  if  Numbers  had  fpoken,  or  promifed  Grace 
Were  interpreted  Languages  here  in  this  Place; 

M  m 


The 


(  274  ) 

The  Effect  was  the  fame,  and  may  anfwer  the  Pith. 

Of  all  that  his  Second  has  favour’d  me  with. 

VII, 

Still  difficult  then,  if  we  carefully  lift, 

Is  the  Vulgar  Account  of  the  Pentecoft  Gift ; 

Which  the  Learned  advance,  and  eftablifh  thereon 
What  the  Vicar  has  built  his  Ideas  upon. 

With  Additions  thereto,  which,  as  far  as  I  fee. 

Not  one  of  the  Learned  has  added,  but  he; 

For  Example - —if  fome,  very  few,  I  prefume. 

Have  defcrib’d  the  Difciples  as  quitting  the  Room. 

VIII. 

But  let  them  be  many— what  Reafon,  what  Trace, 
Do  we  find  of  their  leaving  the  fan<Stifi’d  Place  ? 

Of  a  Wind  from  above  did  they  fear  at  the  Shake  ? 

And  the  Houfe,  thro’  a  Doubt  of  its  falling,  forfake  ? 

Or  did  they  go  forth  to  the  gathering  Quire, 

Left  the  many  bright  Flames  fhould  have  fet  it  on  Fire  ■ 

If  a  Thought  could  have  enter’d  of  going  away. 

What  Circumftance  was  not  ftrong  Motive  to  ftay  ? 

IX. 

Then  again— -that  the  Foreigners,  all  of  them,  knew 

The  Language  then  us’d  at  Jerufalem  too - — 

For  the  Miracle’s  Sake  one  would  here  have  demurr’d, 
Which  is  render’d  fo  needlefs,  improper,  abfurd, 


That 
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That  Jerusalem  Mockers  would  really  have  had 

A  Pretence  to  alledge - that  the  pious  were  mad  ; 

For  of  fpeaking  ftrange  Tongues  what  accountable  Aim, 
Or  of  hearing  fifteen - when  they  all  knew  the  fame? 

X. 

Add  to  this* - -The  Difciples,  the  Hundred  and  Twenty, 

Spake,  amongft  one  another,  ftrange  Tongues,  in  like 
Plenty  ; 

One  by  one,  fays  the  Vicar,  who  very  well  faw 
What  Confufion  would  rife,  without  fome  fuch  a  Law, 

As  the  Text  has  no  Hint  of;  which  fays- - They  began 

To  fpeak  by  the  Spirit - not - Man  after  Man: 

Could  Time  have  fuffic’d  for  fo  doing,  yet,  why 
Speak  the  Tongues  of  fuch  Men— — -as  were  none  of 
them  by  ? 

XI. 

The  Vicar  faw,  too,  that  this  could  not  attract 

Any  Mtiltitude  thither - fuppofing  it  Fact — — 

And  fo  he  conceiv’d,  that  a  Rumour  was  fpread 
By  the  Men  of  the  Houfe,  of  whom  nothing  is  faid — — * 
Now  when  Men,  of  his  Learning,  are  forc’d  to  find  out 
Such  unchronicl’d  Salvos  to  diffipate  Doubt, 

One  is  apt  to  infer  a  well  grounded  Sufpenfe ; 

And  the  more  to  look  out  for  more  natural  Senfe. 


PtI  m  % 


XII.  Iwifh 
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XII. 

I  wifh  my  old  Friend  would  confider  the  Cafe, 

And  how  ill  it  confifts  with  Effufion  of  Grace 
To  fpeak  Parthian ,  and  Median ,  and  fo  of  the  Refi, 
To  none  but  themlelves  being  prefent  addrefs’d. 
Unlefs  he  can  grant,  on  revolving  the  Point, 

That  indeed  there  is  fomething  not  rightly  in  Joint ; 
Or  folve  one’s  Objections,  or  Ihow  one  the  W ay 
How  to  clear  up  the  Matter— what  can  a  Man  fay  ? 

EPISTLE  IV, 

I. 


J  Have,  with  Attention,  dear  Vicar,  repafs’d 
Your  obliging  Reply  to  the  Lines  in  my  laft; 

Am  forry  ’tis  final;  yet  cannot  but  fay 

That  your  Patience,  to  hear  me,  has  gone  a  great  Way,. 

And  extinguifh’d  all  Right  to  require  any  more, 

#  If  I  put  you  to  prove  Two  and  Two  to  make  Four  i 
Very  difficult  Talk,  as  one  cannot  deny, 

When  there’s  Nothing  more  plain  to  demonftrate  it  by, 

II,  But 

*  Tour  Anfwer  to  the  ^uery — Were  the  Tongues  “which  our  Saviour  (St. 
Mark  i<5.  17.)  promifed  his  Difciples  they  Jhould  fpeak  with ,  fuch  Languages 
as  they  then  kn$w  not ?  is,  No.  This  is  doing  Things  to  the  Purpofe—A  bold 
Alexandrian  Stroke — -And  1  am  put  upon  the  difficult  Tajk  of  Jhewing,  that  Two 
Two  make  Four ,  Mr,  L’s.  Letter 
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But  if — — Two  and  Two,  Four , - 1  am  thinking,  has 

claim 

To  felf-evident  Truth,  has  this  Comment  the  fame? 

» - The  New  Tongues ,  which  are  mention  d  in  P romijing  P age 

Tire  the  Old  ones,  fuhjijling  for  many  an  Age:—" - 

Is  it  really  as  plain,  as  that  Four  is  twice  Two, 
rIhat  in  no  other  Senfe  they  could  ever  be  new, 

But  as  new  to  the  Speaker,  John,  Peter ,  or  Paul ; 

While  the  Tongues  in  themfelves  had  no  Newnefs  at  all? 

III. 

Were  this  a  true  Thefis,  and  right  to  maintain, 

Yet - Two  Halves  are  one  Whole - is  however  more 

plain  ; 

"Till  the  Proof,  which  is  wanted,  fhall  make  it  appear 
How  the  two  Proportions  are  equally  clear: 

This  Proof  may  be  had  from  the  Chapter,  you  fay, 

Which  relates  what  was  done  on  the  Pentecojl  Day - - 

The  belt  of  all  Proofs - but,  to  do  the  fair  Thing, 

Give  me  Leave  to  examine  what  Pveafons  you  bring. 

IV, 

“  *  That  yXac&Ll  is  Languages  oft ,  if  you  feek 
{*  In  the  Septuagint ,  or  the  New  Tef  ament  Greek , 

Acknowledge 

/ 

*  You  cannot  but  own  that  the  Word  yXisarctf  in  feveral  Places  of  the  old 
TeJlament,  according  to  the  Seventy ,  and  in  many  Places  of  the  neu>  T eft  ament  ^ 

ftgniftes 
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<e  Acknowledge  you  mufT — — Yes;  ’tis  really  the  Cafe — — 
(c  Touts  HfJSiTZfcUf  yXoscxtUs — -  in  this  very  Place 
66  Muft  meant  in  our  Language  ;  Senfe,  you  muft  ownt 
**  Js  the  fame  as  in — ry  JlctMKTa  ii/uav — - 

"  In  our  Languages ,  or  in  our  Di  ale  ft  A - Yes, 

Two  and  Two  making  Four  is  not  plainer  than  this. 

.  V, 

But  how  it  flows  hence,  that,  in  cited  St.  Mark , 

It  has  no  other  Meaning,  I’m  quite  in  the  dark: 

Few  Words  of  a  Language  are  always  confin’d 
To  a  Meaning,  precisely,  of  juft  the  fame  Kind: 

For  the  Roots  of  the  Hebrew,  in  Hut  chin fon's  School, 

I  remember,  they  had  luch  a  Kind  of  a  Rude ; 

But  the  Reach  of  its  Proof  has  been  out  of  my  Pow’r, 
Tho’  I’ve  talk’d  with  their  Mafter  full  many  an  Hour. 

VI. 

I  believe,  that  by  Grace,  which  the  Spirit  inftill’d, 

They  /ball  /peak  with  New  Tongues'"  was  exactly  fulfill’d 
In  our  Saviour’s  Difciples;  that,  Grace  being  got, 

They  did  fo  fpeak  in  Tongues,  as  before  they  could  not. 

With 

fgnifies  Languages.  And  that  it  does  fo  in  the  above  cited  (St.  Mark  16.  17.) 
m ay  he  fully  prov'd  from  the  very  Chapter  (A8s  x.)  in  which,  what  was 
done  on  the  Day  of  Pentecoji  is  related.  In  V.  11.  the  Signification  of 

—routs  Vpa Tipcuts  yXooo^ajs—'ls  evidently ,  in  our  Languages — the  fame  as 
is  cthcrwife  expreffed  in  V.  6.  by — ry  they.  and  in  V.  8.  by 

ry  li'ifiiMk.'i A'  lipeoiv.  Mr.  L’s.  Letter. 
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With  refpeft  to  good  Strangers,  partaking  of  Grace; 

For - **  /peak  •with  new  Tongues ”• - with  new  Lan¬ 

guages  place, 

And  the  Promife  fulfill’d  we  may  very  well  call, 

By  one  Spiiit-form’d  Tongue,  which  inftructed  them  all. 

VII. 

If  the  bold  Alexandrian  Stroke  of  a  No 
Had  been  TV/,  in  my  Lafi:  (and  it  would  have  been  fo. 

If  the  Faffs  had  requir’d  it)  what  could  it  have  fhown, 
Tho’  the  Text  had  this  Meaning,  if  not  this  alone? 

For  how  do  all  Languages,  fpoken  in  One, 

Difagree  with  the  Promife  infilled  upon? 

I  allow  it  fulfill’d;  let  the  Vicar  allow 
The  Fulfilling,  itfelf>  to  determine  the  How, 

Yin. 

God’s  wonderful  Works,  when  Difciples  difplay’d, 
And  fpake  by  the  Spirit’s  omnipotent  Aid, 

Ev’ry  one  underftood,  in  a  Language  his  own, 

Loquentibus  ;7//j— “-A.ccAyV7£>,l'  cWTav—— 

While  they  fpake - at  the  firfi:;  for  good  Greek ,  and 

good  Senfe, 

Forbid  us  to  form  an  unwritten  Pretence 

For  dividing  of  Tongues;  when  the  Spirit’s  Defcent 

Gave,  at  once,  both  to  fpeak,  and  to  know  what  was 


meant. 


IX.  *  But 
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IX. 

#  But  thus  to  interpret,  it  feems,  you  forbid. 

By  placing  the  Stop,  as  old  Gregory  did ; 

Who  thought  as  you  think;  tho5  you  bring,  I  agree, 

At  lead:,  a  more  plaufible  Reafon  than  he; 

From  a  Paffage  that  fuits  with  your  Meaning  alone. 

Adds  the  loth — — for  they  heard - mvov  yao  cwrav 

XciKkvtoov— them  fpeaking  (&)  yhcoaszuz— in  Tongues, 

Where,  indeed,  to  that  Greek  that  ConftruTtion  belongs. 

*  *  *  • 

X. 

By  tranfpofmg  two  Words  the  grammatical  Lot 
Shows  when  they  are  ablolute;  when  they  are  not: 

But  be  it - “  them  /peaking”- -  as  you  would  colledd, 

“  In  our  Languages ”  —  hill,  it  will  never  affect 
The  Force  of  thole  Pveafons,  from  which  ’tis  infer’d. 
That  at  once  they  were  fpoken,  at  once  they  were  heard; 
Nor  of  thofe,  which  deny  that  Tongues,  quaienus  new. 
Mean  always  precifely  what  Languages  do. 

XI. 

f  That  Evidence,  Vicar,  which  here  you  have  brought, 
Crols  examin’d,  will  certainly  favour  this  Thought; 

For 

*  Let  me  obferve  that  the  Words — hocXurrcev  cvjtuv — —(V.  n-J  are  not  as 

you  "would  have  them  put  abfolutely,  but  are  governed  of  oox.xoftiv ;  as  ^oeAxvrcov 
aovTMV  ( V .  6  )  are  of  vtx.}£ov  and  as  oevim  XotAisv? ant  yXwesuiS  are  of 
the  fame  Jrerb  ( Ails  io  V,  4 6.)  Mr.  L’s  Letter. 

f  See  the  loft  Reference ,  -where  the  Vicar  points  to  Ails  10.  V.  46. 
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For  Cornelius  converted,  and  Company  too.. 

Without  Intervention  of  Languages  new. 

How  can  any  one  think,  but  from  Prejudice  bred, 

Tho’  hone  ft  ,  from  what  he  has  often  heard  faid, 

That,  then,  they  were  all  on  a  fudden  infpir’d 
To  lpeak  with  ftrange  Tongues,  when  no  Reafon  requir’d  ? 

XII. 

But  now  being  got  to  the  End  of  a  Tether, 

Prefcrib’d  to  your  Trouble - 1  leave  to  you,  whether 

Tongues,  any  where  elfe,  in  the  Senfe  you  afiert, 

Were  fpoken  to  Purpofe,  that  is,  to  convert? 

Or  whether  your  Patience  can  bear  to  excufe 
A  Reply  to  your  Hints  on  the  Senfe  that  I  chufe  ? 

In  the  mean  Time  I  thank  you  for  Favours  in  Hand; 

And  fpeaking,  or  Blent- - am 

Yours  to  Command. 


A  N 


EPISTLE  to  J.  Bl— k— n,  Efq ; 

Occaftoned  by  a  Difpute  concerning  the  Food  of  St.  John, 

the  Baptift. 

TP  HE  Point,  Mr.  Bl~-k—-n,  difputed  upon, 

Whether  Infefts ,  or  Herbs ,  were  the  Food  of  St.  Joln> 

N  m  Is 
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Is  a  lingular  Proof,  how  a  learned  Pretence 
Can  prevail  with  fome  Folks  over  natural  Senfe, 

So  continent  with  Herbs,  as  you  know  was  allow’d  ; 

But  the  Hud:  that  is  rais’d  by  a  critical  Croud 
Has  fo  blinded  their  Eyes,  that  plain  limple  Truth 
Is  obfcur’d  by  a  Pojj'e  of  ClaJJics ,  forfooth! 

Diodorus  and  Strabo ,  Solinus  and  JEliati , 

And  Authorities  down  from  the  Arijiotelian , 

Have  mention’d  whole  Clans,  that  were  wont  to  fubiift, 

In  the  Eaft,  upon  Locufts  as  big  as  your  Fift  : 

Ergo,  fo  did  the  Baptift  — -  now  were  it  all  true 
That  Exporters  affirm,  but  not  one  of  them  knew; 

What  follows,  but  Hear  fay  how  Savages  eat  ? 

And  how  Locufts,  fcwnetim.es,  are  Neceffity’s  Meat? 

If,  amongft  their  old  Tales,  they  had  chanc’d  to  deter- 
mine. 

That  the  Jews  were  accuftom’d  to  feed  on  thefe  Vermin, 

It  would  have  been  fomething ;  or  did  they  produce 
Any  one  fingle  Hermit  that  ftor’d  them  for  Ufe, 

Having  pick’d  ’em,  and  dri’d  ’em,  and  fmoak’d  in  the  Sun, 
(For  this,  before  eating,  they  tell  us  was  done;) 

The  Example  were  patter  than  any  they  bring, 

To  fupport  fuch  an  aukward,  improbable  Thing, 

Hermitical  Food  the  poetical  Tribe 
Of  Claffics  have  happen’d  fometimes  to  defcribe; 

And  their  native  Defcriptions  are  conftantly  found 
To  relate,  in  fome  Shape,  to  the  Fruits  of  the  Ground; 

If 
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If  exception  occurs,  one  may  venture  to  fay, 

That  the  Locuft  Conceit  never  came  in  their  Way; 

Or  let  its  Defender  declare,  if  he  knows, 

Any  one  Engle  Inftance,  in  Verfe  or  in  Profe. 

But  the  Word,  which  the  Text  has  made  Ufe  of,  ’tis  faid, 
Means  the  animal  Locuft,  wherever  ’tis  read. 

Of  a  Species,  which  Jews  were  permitted  to  eat; 

There  is  therefore  no  Need  of  a  plantal  Conceit, 

Of  Tops,  Summits,  or  Buds,  Pods,  or  Berries  of  Trees, 
For  to  this,  the  foie  Proof  is,  no  Claffic  agrees; 

And  the  Latin  Locuftce  came,  only  from  want 
Of  Attention,  to  fignify  Tops  of  a  Plant, 

It  would  take  up  a  Volume  to  clear  the  Miftakes, 
Which,  in  this  fingle  Cafe,  claffic  Prejudice  makes, 

Thro’  Attachment  to  Writers,  who  pafs  a  Ptelation, 
Which  others  had  iign’d  without  Examination  ; 

As  the  Authors  have  done,  who  have  read,  and  have  writ, 
That  Locuffs  are  Food,  which  the  Law  did  permit; 

And  the  Place,  which  they  quote  for  a  Proof  that  it  did, 
Is  one  that  will  prove  them  exprefsly  forbid . 

I  appeal  to  the  Hebrew,  and,  for  the  Greek  Word, 

To  the  twenty-third  Iliad ,  where  once  it  occur’d; 

And  where  the  old  Prince  of  the  Ciaffics,  one  fees. 

Never  once  thought  of  Xnfecfs,  blit  Branches  of  Trees, 
As  the  Context  evinces;  tho\  all  to  a  Man, 

Translators  adopt  the  Locuffical  Plan : 

N  n  2 


Plow 


(  284  ) 

How  the  Latin  LocuJIee  fhould  gee  a  wrong  Senfe 
Is  their  Bufinefs  to  prove,  who  object  the  Pretence* 

But  the  claffical  Greek,  tho’  it  often  confirm. 

Cannot  always  explain,  a  New  Tejiament  Term, 

Any  more  than  an  Old  one;  and  therefore,  to  pafs 
All  Authorities  by  of  a  paganiih  Oafs, 

Let  them  afk  the  greek  Fathers,  who  full  as  well  knew 
Their  own  Tongue,  and  the  Gofpel,  which  Meaning  is  true  l 
But,  for  Infects,  to  find  a  plain  Proof  in  their  Greek 
Will  cut  a  Librarian  out  Work  for  a  Week. 

For  Herbs  here  is  one,  which,  unlefs  it  is  match’d, 
Ought  to  carry  this  Quefiion  as  fairly  difpatch’d; 

Ifidorus ,  Greek  Father  of  critical  Fame, 

Has  a  Letter  concerning  this  very  Greek  Name, 

Difmiffing  the  Doubt,  which  a  Querift  had  got, 

If  the  Bapiift  did  eat  Animalcules,  or  not, 

God  Forbid!  fays  the  Father,  a  Thing  fo  abfurd  ! 

The  Summits  of  Plants  is  the  Senfe  of  the  Word. 

Such  an  ancient  Deciflon,  fo  quite  a  propos^ 

Difperfes,  at  once,  all  the  Claffical  Show 
Of  a  Learning,  that  builds  upon  Africa ’s  Eaft, 

And  the  Traunts,  how  wild  People  were  fabl’d  to  feaft 
Upon  fancied  huge  Locufts,  which  never  appear. 

Or  huge,  or  unhuge,  but  five  Months  in  the  Year; 

To  be  hoarded,  and  pickl’d  in  Salt  and  in  Smoke: 

How  Saint  John  is  employ’d  by  thefe  critical  Folk! 

Where 
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Where  the  Locuft  could  feed  fuch  an  abdinent  Saint, 
Of  Food  for  his  Purpofe,  could  never  have  Want : 

If  the  Defart  was  fandy,  and  made  fuch  a  Need, 

Flow  account  for  the  Locuits  defcending  to  feed? 

In  fhort,  Mr.  Bl—i—n ,  they  cannot  efcape 
The  Charge  of  abfurd,  in  all  Manner  of  Shape; 

If  they  can,  let  them  do  it - mean  while  I  conclude 

That  St.  John's  was  the  plant al ,  not  animal  Food. 

Thus,  Sir,  I  have  dated,  as  brief  as  I’m  able, 

T he  friendly  Debate,  that  we  had  at  your  Table  ; 
Where  the  kind  Entertainer,  I  found,  was  inclin'd. 
And  acknowledge  the  Pleafure,  to  be  of  my  Mind: 
Having  only  to  add,  now  I  make  my  Report, 

That,  howe’er  we  may  differ  in  Points  of  this  Sort, 
Our  Reception  at  Orford ,  all  pleas'd,  we  review. 

And  rejoice  in  the  Health  of  its  M after — — 

Adieu. 


Three 


Three  EPISTLES  to  G.  Lloyd,  Efq; 

On  the  following  Paftage  in  Homer® 

O l/JJfctf  pjiV  'TtiCdTOV  'tTTZoyZTQ')  HOU  XJUVcJ^  eLpyvf9 
AlfTO-P  27TctT  dJJTOltn  j2gA0<T  ‘iyj.TKVYjiS  iQlHf 
JBc'aA  3  CUCi  Li  7TV$CU  ViYJJCOV  Y&IQVTO  LzlUjilcU 

Iliad.  A.  lin.  50. 

I. 


rj'HUS  Homer ,  defcribing  the  peftilent  Lot, 

That  amongft  the  Creek  Forces  Apollo  had  fhot. 

Tells  how  it  began,  and  who  fuffer’d  the  firft, 

When  his  ill-treated  Prieft  the  whole  Army  had  curft : 
Or  rather  what  fuffer’d ;  for  Cuftom  computes, 

That  Apollo' s  firft  Shafts  fell  amongft  the  poor  Brutes; 
Inftructing  both  Critics,  to  conftrue,  and  Schools, 

Kuvcts  eqysr  the  Dogs - —and  «p»ct£  the  Mules, 

II. 

Now,  obferving  old  Homer's  poetical  Features, 

I  would  put  in  one  Word  for  the  guiltlefs  dumb  Creatures, 
And  the  famous  blind  Bard  ;  for,  as  far  as  I  fee, 

The  learn’d,  in  this  Cafe,  are  much  blinder  than  he: 

At  the  Mules,  and  the  Dogs,  in  his  verfifi’d  Greek , 

Nor  Phoebus,  nor  Priejl,  had  conceiv’d  any  Pique; 


And 
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And  I  doubt,  notwithstanding  the  common  Content, 
That  the  Meaning  is  mift  which  Mxonides  meant. 

III. 

Why  the  Brutes  were  fir  ft  plagu’d,  an  Euflathius ,  and 
others, 

Have  made  a  great  Rout,  with  their  phyfical  Pothers, 

Of  the  Nature,  and  Caufes,  and  Progrefs  of  Plague ; 
And  all,  to  the  Purpofe,  quite  foreign,  and  vague 1 
But  be  medical  Symptoms  whatever  they  will. 

Such  Matters  I  leave  to  Friend  Heberden’ s  Skill, 

And  propofe  a  plain  Fadl  to  all  cunninger  Ken- - - 

- - -That  the  Mules,  and  the  Dogs,  in  this  PaiTage,  are 

Men. 


IV. 

Juft  then,  as  they  rife,  to  explain  my  Ideas — — « 
Let  the  the  Lexicon  tell  what  is  meant  by  kjjw* , 

In  plain,  common  Senfe,  without  phyfical  Routs, 

The  Grecian  Outguards,  the  Cujiodes ,  or  Scouts  : 

The  Word  may  be  Mules  too,  for  aught  that  I  know* 
For  my  Scapula  fays,  ’tis,  lonice ,  fo ; 

And  refers  to  the  Lines  above  quoted  from  Horned 
Where  Mules,  I  conceive,  is  an  arrant  Mifnomer. 


V.  If 


r 
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V. 

If  a  "Word  has  two  Meanings,  to  critical  Teft, 

That  which  makes  the  Senfe  better  is  certainly  be  ft ; 

The  Plague  is  here  plainly  defcrib’d  to  begin 
In  the  Skirts  of  the  Camp,  then  to  enter  within  ; 

To  rage,  and  occafton,  what  Iliad  ftiles, 

Inceftaiitly  burning  their  funeral  Piles, 

Which  the  Greeks ,  I  conjecture,  wrere  hardly  fuch  Fools 
As  to  burn,  or  erect  for  the  Dogs,  and  the  Mules, 

VI. 

ip  ,  :  ..... 

r  The  common  Greek  Word,  the  Homerical  too, 

For  Mules  is  'h pwss*,  where  it  will  do; 

And  there  was,  as  it  happened,  no  Caufe  to  coerce 
Its  Ufe  in  this  Place,  for  it  fuited  the  Verfe: 

Whereas  a  plain  P*.eafon  oblig’d  to  difcard, 

If  this  was  the  Point  to  be  fhown  by  the  Bard, 

That  ftrft  to  the  Parties  about  the  main  Camp 
Jpollo  difpatclvd  the  vindicative  Damp. 

VII. 

Thus  much  for  Oop — the  meaning  of  K \m$ 

Is  attended,  I  own,  with  a  little  more  Mewnefs; 

For  the  Senfe,  in  this  Place,  will  oblige  us  to  plant 
A  meaning  for  Kuvif,  which  Lexicons  want : 

And,  if  that  be  a  Reafon  for  fome  to  reject, 

Tis  no  more  than  Correction,  tho’  juft,  may  expeCt; 


But 
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But  if  it  be  juft,  the  true  Critics  will  add, 

’Tis  a  Meaning  that  Lexicons  ought  to  have  had* 

VIII. 


Both  Canes  in  Latin,  and  Kvvif  in  Greek , 

And  the  Hebrew  Word  for  them,  if  Critics  would  feek. 
Should  be  rendered,  fometimes,  in  Profe -writers,  or  Bards, 
By  Slaves,  or  by  Servants,  Attendants,  or  Guards* 

Oup was  and  Kw*?  have  here,  in  my  Thought, 

Much  a  like  Kind  of  meaning,  as  really  thev  ought ; 

The  Difference,  perhaps,  that,  for  Camp  Prefervation, 
One  mov’d,  or  patroll’d ;  while  the  other  kept  Station. 

IX. 

which  is  white,  in  the  commoneh:  Senfe, 

To  defcribe  the  Dogs  here,  has  no  Sort  of  Pretence; 

Nor  here  will  the  Lexicons  help  a  dead  Lift, 

That  allow  the  odd  Choice  too  of  flow,  or  of  fwifti 
If  the  Dogs  were  demolifh’d,  ’twill  certainly  follow 
That  white,  flow ,  or  fwift ,  was  all  one  to  Apollo*, 

Whofe  fam’d  Penetration  was  rather  too  deep 
Than  to  take  Dogs  for  Soldiers,  as  Ajax  did  Sheep. 

X. 

Wrhy  them  ?  or  why  Mules  ?  for  Defcription  allows 
That  he  fh ot  at  no  Horfes,  Bulls,  Oxen,  or  Cows  ; 

O  o 


with 
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With  a  Vengeance  fele&ing,  from  all  other  Gaffes, 

Poor  Dogs  of  fome  Sort,  and  impeccant  Half-Affes: 
Now  granting,  what  Poem  fliows  plainly  enough, 

That  Homer  abounds  with  nonfenfical  Stuff, 

Yet  it  fhould,  for  his  Sake,  if  it  can,  be  confin’d 
To  the  Pagan ,  ana  not  the  Poetical  Kind. 

XL 

The  Mules  and  the  Dogs,  being  fhot  at,  coheres 
No  better  with  Senfe,  than  the  Bulls  and  the  Bears  : 

To  exculpate  old  Homer ,  my  worthy  Friend  Lloyd , 

Some  Sort  of  Correction  Ihould  here  be  employ’d; 

And,  for  Languages  Sake,  in  which  Matters  are  fpread 
Of  a  greater  Concern,  if  old  Writers  are  read, 

Where  it  feems  to  be  wanting,  the  Critics  fhould  feek 
To  make  out  fair  Englifh  for  Latin,  or  Greek . 

XII. 

If  the  Words  have  a  Meaning  both  human,  and  brute, 
Where  Homer  defcribes  his  Apollo  to  fhoot, 

Tho’  brute,  in  the  Latin,  poffeffes  the  Letter, 

I  take  it  for  granted  that  human  is  better: 

Do  you  think  this  a  fair  Poflulatum  ? - ,c  I  do; 

*£  But  you  only  affirm  that  the  human  is  true”—* 
That’s  all  that  I  want  in  this  prefent  Epiffle ; 

In  the  next  I  ffiall  prove  it— -as  clear  as  a  Whiffle. 


EPISTLE 


EPISTLE  II. 

I. 

TTOIJR  Confent,  I  made  bold  to  funpofe,  in  my  laft-, 
To  a  fair  Pojlulatum  had  readily  pall; 

That  a  mulifh  Diftemper,  or  that  a  canine, 

Neither  iuited  Apollo' s,  nor  Homer's  Defign, 

Like  making  the  Subjects,  who  felt  its  firft  Shock, 

To  be  Men  like  their  Mailers,  tho’  baler  of  Stock: 

Now  Proof,  at  the  prefent,  comes  under  the  Pen, 

That  and  Ki/j/sr,  may  fignify  Men. 


II. 

You’ll  draw  the  Concliifion,  fo  fair,  and  fo  juft, 

That  if  they  may  do  it,  they  certainly  mull ; 

It  would  look  with  an  unpliilofophical  Face, 

And  #  anti-Ra'vjlhmelian ,  to  quellion  the  Cafe: 

Tho’  the  Proofs  of  this  Point,  which  I  formerly  noted, 
Have  dipt  my  Remembrance,  and  cannot  be  quoted  ; 
From  Homer  himfelf  it  may  chance  to  appear, 

As  I  promis’d  to  make  it,  no  Whiftle  more  clear. 

III. 

That  are  Guards,  in  Ili  a  dal  Lore, 

You  may  fee  in  Book  Kappa ,  Line  eighty  and  four; 

O  o  2  Where 

*  Alluding  to  Ra-wthmel’s  Coffee-Houfe ,  * where  fevcral  Members  of  the 
Royal  Society  ufually  J pent  their  Evenings. 
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Where  the  wife  Commentators  confefs  in  their  Rules, 
That— Here  it  is  Guards,  not  *H {juovgi  Mules  : 

Being  join’d  with  Ircu^ot,  Companions,  they  knew 
As  f Ta/^ot  were  Men,  that  were  too  : 

Now  let  us  illuftrate  the  combated  Pi  ace, 

As  near  as  we  can,  by  a  Parallel  Cafe. 

IV. 

Plain  Senfe,  as  I  take  it,  if  once  it  is  fhown 

That  Homer  oppofes  to — —being  alone- - - 

Having  two  K un?  a^yot  along  with  an  Hero, 

Will  call  ’em  Companions,  not  Dogs,  in  Homero  : 

Turn  then  to  his  Odyffey,  Beta ,  Line  ten, 

Where  Dogs,  as  they  call  ’em,  are  certainly  Men* 
Attended  by  whom  (he  will  fecond  who  feeks) 

Telemachus  went  to  a  Council  of  Greeks . 

V. 

With  his  Sword  buckl’d  on,  and  a  Spear  in  his  Hand* 
He  went  (having  fummon’d)  to  meet  the  whole  Band; 

So  bravely  let  forth,  fo  equipt,  and  fo  (hod. 

That,  as  Homer  has  phras’d  it,  he  look’d  like  a  God; 

Not  alone - to  enhance  the  Defcription  of  Song, 

But  lie  took  with  him  two  K wets  tfp'ysr  along : 

1  wo  Iwift-footed  Dogs !  yes - -two  Puppies,  no  Doubt, 

fXhat  Apollo  had  lav’d  from  the  general  Rout  l — — 


i 


VI.  One 
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vi.  .  . 

One  can  but  reflect  how  we  live  in  an  Age 
That  Temples  the  Senfe  of  all  fen  Able  Page ; 

Any  Kind  of  old  Nonfenfe  more  pleas’d  to  admit, 

If  in  Hornet' ,  or  Virgil,  or  Horace  ’tis  writ ; 

But  yet,  to  do  Juftice  to  thefe,  and  the  reft 
Of  the  poor  pagan  Poets,  it  muft  be  confeft. 

That  Time,  and  Tranfcribing,  and  critical  Note 
Have  father’d  much  on  them,  which  they  never  wrote. 

VII. 

This  Place  is  a  Proof,  how  the  Critics  made  bold 
To  foift  their  own  Senfe  into  Verfes  of  old  ; 

Forinftead  of  two  Greeks  here,  attending  their  Matter* 
And  footing  a  Pace  neither  flower,  nor  fatter; 

They  have  made  in  Tome  Places,  to  follow  his  Track, 

Of  their  fwift-footed  Dogs,  an  indefinite  Pack ; 

The  Son  of  Ulyjfes  unfkilfully  forcing 
To  go  to  a  Council,  as  Men  go  a  Courfing. 

VIII. 

Oy/t  oio f — az  o/»— for  Matter  and  Dame, 

Not  alone  — -  to  interpret  by  Homer' s  true  Aim, 

There  are  Places  enoo  to  evince  that  Attendants 
Were  Men,  or  were  Maidens,  were  Friends,  or  Depend¬ 
ants  : 


Thus. 
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Thus  Achilles— m  otoc — —^.Qmega  rehearfes, 

Had  two  both  nam’d  in  the  Verfes, 

Automedon— - Alcimus- - whom,  it  is  faid, 

He  valued  the  mod,  for  Patroclus  was  dead. 

IX. 

Penelope  thus,  in  fir  id  Odyjfey  Strain, 

Two  A[A<2>i7rohoi  follow’d — —two  Women,  his  plain. 
When  the  Dame  was  o/w— -and  mention’d  anon, 

How  they  flood  to  attend  her,  on  either  Side  one. 

Had  A y.(pi7rohoi  fignifi’d  Cats  in  the  Greek , 

W ould  not  Senfe  have  oblig’d  us  new  Meaning  to  feek  ? 
And  two  Dogs  as  unfit  as  two  Cats,  you  will  own, 

To  defcribe  Man,  or  Woman- - not  being  alone. 

u 


To  clofe  the  plain  R.eafons  that  rife  in  ones  Mind, 
Take  an  Inftance  from  Virgil  of  fimilar  Kind; 
Where  in  fair  Imitation  of  Homer ,  no  doubt, 

He  defcribes  King  Evander  to  drefs,  and  march  out ; 
And  difcern,  by  the  Help  of  his  Mantuan  Pen, 

How  Cujlodes ,  and  Canes ,  were  both  the  fame  Men; 

Where  Canes  are  Dogs,  as  all  Cuflom  opines - - 

See  Virgil's  eighth  Book- - come  I’ll  copy  the  Lines- 

Nec  non  el  gemini  cujlodes  limine  ah  alto 
P rocedunl ,  grejjumque  canes  comitantur  herilem - 


XI.  KvvK 
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XI. 


Kurt?  et^yot  in  Iiomer  were  then  in  his  View, 

"When  Virgil ,  in  Latin ,  thus  painted  the  two; 

And  the  Canes  in  him  are  the  very  Cuftodes , 

Moft  aptly  repeated,  digniffimc  Sodes : 

Did  ever  V erfe  yet,  or  Profe  ever,  record 
Any  literal  Dogs,  that  kept  Pace  with  their  Lord  ? 

Proceeding - attending - how  plain  the  Suggeftion 

That  Dogs,  in  the  Cafe,  are  quite  out  of  the  Queftion  ! 


XII. 


And  now  I  appeal  to  all  critical  Candour, 

If  Homer' s  young  Hero,  or  fenior  Evander , 

Had  Dogs  for  Companions,  to  honour  their  Crejfus , 

As  Tranflators  in  Verfe,  and  in  Profe,  would  poffefs  us; 
The  Moderns  I  think  (tho’  a  Lover  of  Metre) 

Sould  manage  with  Judgment  a  little  difcreeter, 

Than  to  gape  and  admire  what  old  Poets  have  fung. 

If  it  will  not  make  Senfe  in  their  own  Mother  Tongue, 


EPISTLE 


EPISTLE  III. 


JT  T  A  V I N  G  fliown  you  the  PafTage,  one  cannot  avoid 
An  Appendix  fo  proper,  kind  Vifitant  Lloyd , 

To  the  Mules  and  the  Dogs,  which,  a  little  while  fince. 
Were  Guards  and  Piquets,  as  Verfe  fought  to  evince: 
Whether  Kmc  attended,  two  footed,  or  four, 

Upon  Heroes  and  Kings,  let  the  Critics  explore; 

But  #pwct£  for  Mules,  in  old  Homer's  Intent, 

I  fufpeft  that  his  Rhapfodies  never  once  meant. 

II. 


The  Word  is  twice  us’d  in  the  twenty  third  Book, 

In  the  Space  of  five  Lines;  where  I  made  you  to  look; 

I’ll  refrefh  your  Attention - Achilles ,  know  then, 

Had  defir’d  Agamemnon ,  the  Monarch  of  Men, 

To  exhort  ’em  to  bring,  when  the  Morning  appear’d. 
And  prepare  proper  Wood,  for  a  Pile  to  be  rear’d. 

For  the  Purpofe  of  burning,  as  Cuftom  inftill’d, 

The  Remains  of  Patroclus ,  whom  Hettor  had  kill’d. 

■  III. 

When  the  Morning  appear’d,  with  her  rofyfi’d  Fingers* 
Agamemnon  obey’d;  and  exhorted  the  Bringers, 

The  Mules  and  the  Men; - -as Tranflation  prefents- — ->» 

Exhorted  them  all  to  come  out  of  their  Tents: 


So 
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So  the  Men  and  the  Mules  lay  amongft  one  another, 

If  this  be  the  Cafe,  in  fome  Hammocks  or  other; 

And  the  Men,  taking  with  ’em  Pvopes,  Hatchets,  and 
Tools, 

Were  conduced,  it  feems,  to  the  Wood,  by  the  Mules. 

IV. 

For  the  Mules  went  before  ’em-'— -the  Latinifls  fay— 
Which,  a  Man  may  prefume,  was  to  fhow  ’em  the  Way : 
Or,  lince  there  was  Danger,  the  Mules  going  firft 
Might,  perhaps,  be  becaufe  the  Men  none  of  ’em  durftl 
For  they  all  were  to  pafs,  in  their  prefent  Employ, 

To  the  Woods  of  Mount  Ida,  belonging  to  Troy; 

And  if  Trojans  fell  on  them,  for  fcealing  their  Fire^ 

The  Men,  in  the  Rear,  might  the  fooner  retire. 

V. 

However,  both  mulifh,  and  well  booted  Folks 
Came  fafe  to  the  Mountain,  and  cut  down  its  Oaks; 
And,  with  more  bulky  Pieces  of  Timber  cut  out, 

They  loaded  fuch  Mules,  as  were  Mules  without  doubt : 
When  you  found,  in  the  Latin,  fo  certain  a  Place, 
Where  the  loading  Defcription  fhow’d  Mules  in  the  Cafe, 
Your  Eyes  to  the  left  I  faw  rolling,  to  feek 

If  the  Word  for  tilde  Mules  was  v  in  Greek. 


VI.  And 
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VI. 

And  had  they  difcover’d  that  really  it  was* 

Conjecture  had  come  to  more  difficult  Pafs; 

But  fince  it  was  not,  fince  H (jubv»v  came. 

What  elfe  but  the  Meaning  could  vary  the  Name  ? 

Why  ffiould  Homer ,  fo  fond,  as  you  very  well  noted, 

Of  repeating  the  Words,  which  his  Mufe  had  once  quoted,. 
Make  fo  aukward  a  Change,  without  any  Pretence 

Of  a  Reafon  fuggefted  by  Metre,  or  Senfe  ? 

•  * 

VII. 

juuovoi)  Mules,  tho’  a  mafculine  Ender, 

Is  always,  in  Greek,  of  the  feminine  Gender; 

But  you’ll  find,  let  it  mean  what  it  will, 

Never  is  of  that  Gender,  but  mafculine  {fill: 

How  ridiculous  then,  that  the  Hees, 

Should  become,  by  their  Loading,  'Hfjuovotj  Shees : 

In  a  Latin  Defcription  would  Poetry  pafs, 

That  ffiould  call  ’em  Mu/as,  and  then  load  ’em  Mulcts  ? 

VIII. 

Both  the  Word,  and  the  Senfe,  which  is  really  the  Bard’s, 
Show  the  Mafculine  Mules  to  be  certainly  Guards: 

Any  Mules  I  defire  any  Critic  to  name, 

If  Jacks  in  the  Gender,  that  are  not  the  fame : 

One  Place,  which  I  hinted  at,  over  our  Tea, 

May  be  offer’d,  perhaps,  as  a  mafculine  Plea • 

But, 
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But,  if  Folks  were  unbias’d,  they  quickly  would  find 
A  Miflake  to  be  there,  of  the  very  fame  Kind. 

IX. 

The  Trojans  met  Priam  at  one  of  their  Gates, 

With  the  Corps  of  his  Hettor - Omega  relates 

Whom  they  would  have  lamented  there,  all  the  Day  long, 
Had  not  Pnam ,  addrellirig  himfelf  to  the  Throng, 

Made  a  Speech - Let  vie  pafs  with  the  Mules — — -and 

fo  on - 

For  Mules  drew  the  Hearfe  which  the  Corps  lay  upon; 
Now  the  Words  that  he  faid,  at  the  Entrance  of  Troy, 
Were - Ouejun  JiihStytv  71  yot. 


X. 

Priam  faid  to  the  People,  fill  hurrying  down, 

Let  me  pafs  thro ’  the  Guards - (to  go  into  the  Town) 

This  is  much  better  Senfe,  by  the  Leave  of  the  Schools, 
Than  for  Priam  to  fiy  «- — Let  me  pafs  with  the  Mules — 
For  Id  re  us  directed  the  Mulifh  Machine, 

While  Horfes  drew  that  in  which  Priam  was  feen; 

Who  thought  of  no  Mules,  but  of  reaching  the  Dome* 
Where  they  all  might  lament  over  Hettory  at  Home, 

XI. 

The  Mules  had  been  nam’d  very  often  before, 

In  the  very  fame  Book,  'Times  a  Dozen,  or  more; 

P  p  2 


And 
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And  the  proper  Term  for  ’em  had  always  occuri’d; 

It  is  only  this  once  that  we  meet  with  this  Word: 

That  it  fignihes  Guards,  it  is  granted,  fometimes. 

As  I  inflanc’d,  you  know,  in  the  Baguley  Rhimes; 

And  will  Critics  fuppofe,  that  the  Poet  would  make 
Variation,  for  mere  Ambiguity's  Sake? 

XII, 

That  Apollo  fhould  plague,  Agamemnon  exhort, 

Thefe  irrational  Creatures  is  ftupid,  in  fhort; 

Where  no  Metamorphofis,  Fable,  or  Fiction, 

Can  defend  fuch  Abufe  of  plain,  narrative  Di£liom — — 
Perchance,  as  a  Do£lor,  you’ll  think  me  unwife, 

For  poring  on  Homer ,  with  prefent  fore  Eyes; 

But  a  Glance,  the  rnoft  tranfient,  may  fee,  in  his  Plait 
That  a  Mule  is  a  Mule,  and  a  Man  is  a  Man. 


Critical 


Critical  Remarks  in  Englijh  and  Latin , 

Upon  feveral  Paffages  in  HORACE. 


An  EPISTLE  to  a  Friend, 

Propofing  a  Correction  in  the  following  Passage. 

Si  non  Acrifium  Virginis  abditee 
Gusto dem  pavidum  Jupiter  ct  Venus 

Rifijfent - -  Lib.  3„  Ode  id. 

Q  O  then  you  think  Acriftus  really  fold 

His  Daughter  Danae ,  himfelf,  for  Gold; 

When  the  whole  Story  of  the  Grecian  King 
Makes  fuch  a  Bargain  fo  abfurd  a  Thing, 

That  neither  Poetry,  nor  Senfe  could  make 
The  Poet  guilty  of  the  vile  Miftake. 

No  Sir;  her  Father,  here,  was  rich  enough  ; 

Satire  on  him,  for  felling  her,  is  Stuff: 

Fear  was  his  Motive  to  a  vaft  Expence 
Of  Gates,  and  Guards  to  keep  her  in  a  Fence: 

But  fome  dull  Blockhead  liapp’ning  to  tranferibe. 

When  half  afleep,  has  made  Him  take  the  Bribe, 

Which  Jupiter  and  Venusi  as  the  Bard 

Had  writ,  made  ufe  of  to  corrupt  the  Guard: 


All 


All  the  Remarks  on  Avarice  are  juft; 

But  ’twas  the  Keeper  that  betray’d  his  Truft. 

PafTage  from  Virgil ,  which  you  here  feledl  us. 
How  Gold  is  cogent  of  mortale  peflus; 

And  from  Euripides ,  that  Gold  can  ope 

Gates - unattempted  even  by  the  Pope; 

Show  Money's  Force  on  Subjects  that  are  vicious 
But  what  has  this  to  do  with  King  Jcrifius? 

Who  fpar’d  no  Money  to  fecure  his  Life, 

Loft,  if  his  Daughter  once  became  a  Wife: 

He  fhut  her  up  for  fear  of  Death- - and  then 

Sold  her  himfelf! - all  Stuff,  I  fay  again: 

Death  was  his  dread;  nor  was  it  in  the  Pow’r 
Of  Love’s  Bewitchment,  or  of  Money’d  ShowY, 
Of  Venus ,  Jupiter ,  or  all  the  Fry 
Of  Homers  Heav’n  to  hire  the  Man  to  die. 

Where  is  his  Avarice,  of  any  Kind, 

-Noted,  in  all  the  Fables  that  you  find  ? 

Except  in  thofe  of  your  inventing  Fafhion 
That  make  him  old,  and  Avarice  his  Paftion  ? 

To  hide  the  Blunder  of  Amanuenjesy 
Who,  writing  Words,  full  oft  unwrit  the  Senfes : 
Fa£t,  that  in  Horace ,  in  a  World  of  Places, 
Appears  by  irrecoverable  Traces; 

On  which  the  Critics  raife  a  learned  Dull:, 

And,  ftill  adjufting,  never  can  adjuft. 

Having  but  one  of  all  the  Roman  Lyrics 
To  feed  their  Tafte  for  ftaviih  Panegyrics, 
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$ 

The  more  abfurd  the  Manufcriptal  Letter, 

They  paint,  from  thence,  fome  fancy’d  Beauty  better: 
Hunting  for  all  the  Colours,  round  about, 

To  make  the  Nonfenfe  beautifully  out; 

Adorning  richly,  for  the  Poet’s  Sake, 

Some  poor  hallucinating  Scribe’s  Miftake. 

Now  I  would  have  a  Short-hand  Son  of  mine 
Be  lefs  obfequious  to  the  Claffic  Line, 

Th  an,  right  or  wrong,  to  yield  his  Approbation, 
Becaufe  Homeric ,  or  becaufe  Horaiian; 

Or  not  to  fee,  when  it  is  fairly  hinted, 

Either  original  .Defect,  or  printed. 

Not  that  it  matters  Two -pence,  in  Regard 
Of  either  Grecian,  or  of  Roman  Bard; 

If  Schools  were  wife  enough  to  introduce 
Much  better  Books  for  Education’s  life: 

But  hnce,  by  force  of  Cuftom,  or  of  Lafh, 

The  Boys  muft  wade  thro’  fo  much  Traunt  and  Traffi, 
To  gain  their  Greek  and  Latin,  they  fhould  learn 
True  Greek,  at  leaft,  and  Latin  to  difcern ; 

Nor,  for  the  fake  of  Cuftom,  to  admit 

The  Faults  of  Language,  Metre,  Senfe,  or  Wit: 

Becaufe  this  blind  Attachment,  by  Command, 

To  what  their  Mafters  do  not  underhand. 

Makes  Pteading  iervile,  in  the  younger  Flock, 

Of  rhiming  Horace ,  down  to  profing  Lock', 

Knowledge  is  all  mechanically  known. 

And  no  innate  Ideas  of  their  own. — — — * 
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But,  while  Pm  rhiming  to  you  what  comes  next, 

I  fhall  forget  th’  Acr'tjius  of  the  Text— 
YourReafons  then,  why  this  Cufiodem  pavidum 
Should  not  be  chang’d  to  Cujiodemque  avidum , 

Turn  upon  Avarice;  you  think  the  Father 
Fond  of  the  Bribe ;  I  think  the  Keeper  rather, 

Who  had  no  Fear  from  Danas - -the  Wife - — 

Who  could  receive  the  Gold,  and  iofe  no  Life, 

Muft  needs  be  he,  and  that,  without  the  Change, 

The  Verfe  is  unpoetically  ilrange  : 

You  make  Acrifms  to  have  been  the  Guard, 

And  to  be  Pavidus - —extremely  hard 

To  make  out  either;  for  what  other  Place 
Shows  that  the  King  was  Jailor  in  the  Cafe 
And  is  not  Pavidus  a  dittum  gratis  ? 

Was  not  his  Danae  —  munita  fatis  ? 

Safe  kept  enough  ?  If  pavidus  come  after, 

> 

The  Dear  Joy  Horace  muft  provoke  ones  Laughter : 
Plain  common  Senfe  fuggefting,  all  the  while, 
—Not  Fear,  but  fancied  Safety  gave  the  Smile: 
Safe  as  Acrifiu:  thought  himfelf  to  be, 

The  Cuftos  avidus  would  take  a  Fee  ; 

A  golden  fhower,  they  knew,  would  break  his  Oath, 
And  Jupiter  and  Venus  laugh’d  at  both. 


\ 


Same 


Surne  Maecenas  Cyathos  Amici 
Sofpitis  C  E  NTl'M — — 


Lib.  3.  Ode  fk 


A  DIALOGUE, 


■1. 


w  HAT!  muft  Maecenas ,  when  he  flips 
With  Horace ,  drink  a  Hundred  Cups  ? 
A  Hundred  Cups  Maecenas  drink  ! 

Where  muft  he  put  them  all  d’ye  think  r 
Pray  have  the  Critics  all  fo  blunder’d. 

That  none  of  ’em  correct  this  Hundred  ? 


II. 


“  Not  that  I  know  has  any  one 
u  Had  any  Scruple  thereupon  : 

‘‘  And  for  what  R.eafon  pray  fhould  you  1 
ct  The  Reading,  to  be  fure,  is  true; 

c<  A  hundred  Cups - that  is  to  fay — 

i(  Maecenas  come  and  drink  away. 


III. 


If  that  was  alhthe  Poet  meant, 
It  is  exprefs’d  without  the  Cent: 

Qji 


o  ufite 


(  3°^  ) 


Sunie  Maecenas  Cyathos  — 

Does  it  full  well  without  the  Dole, 

The  monft’rous  Dole  in  Cup,  or  Can, 

That  fuits  with  neither  Bard,  nor  Man, 

IV. 

+ 

44  Nay,  why  fo  monft’rous?  Is  it  told 
44  How  much  the  Cyathus  would  hold  ? 

44  You  think  perhaps  it  was  a  Mug, 

44  As  round  as  any  Janian  Jug: 

44  They  drank  all  Night;  if  fmall  the  Glafs, 

54  "Would  Centum  mount  to  fuch  a  Mafs? 

-  V. 

Small  as  you  will,  if  ’twas  a  Bumper, 

Centum  for  One  would  be  a  Thumper: 

It’s  Bulk  H Grattan  Terms  define, 

#  Vates  attcniius  with  nine; 

Gratia- — -forbidding  more  than  three*— 

They  were  no  Thimbles  you  may  fee. 

VI. 

44  Not  in  that  Ode — —in  this  they  might 
44  Intend  a  more  diminifh’d  Plight; 

44  And  then  Maecenas  and  the  Bard, 
st  That  Night,  I  warrant  ye,  drank  hard ; 

44  Per  for 

Hor,  Lib.  3.  Ode  ip,  v.  14. 


(  3°7  ) 

“  Perfer  in  Lucem- - Horace  crys; 

*  To  what  a  Pitch  might  Numbers  rife! 

VII. 

A  defperate  long  Night!  my  Friend, 
Before  their  hundred  Cups  could  end ; 

Nor  does  the  Verfe  invite,  throughout, 
Maecenas  to  a  drunken  Bout: 

Perfer  in  Lucsm  comes  in  View 
With  procul  of  finis  clamor  too. 

VIII. 

“  Was  it  no  Bout,  becaufe  no  Noife 
ft  Should  interrupt  their  Midnight  Joys? 

“  Horace ,  you  read,  with  annual  Tap, 

<c  Notes  his  elcape  from  dire  Mifhap : 

“  Muft  he,  and  Friends  conven’d,  be  fober, 
“  Becaufe  ’twas  March,  and  not  October  ? 

IX. 

Sober  or  drunk  is  not  the  Cafe, 

But  Word  and  Meaning  to  replace, 

Both  here  demolifh’d  :  Did  they,  pray, 

Do  nothing  elfe  but  drink  away  ? 

For  Friends  conven’d  had  Horace  rot 

O 

No  Entertainment,  but  to  fot? 


X.  “  Yes, 


{  3r-o  ) 

x 

££-  Yes,  to  be  fure;  he  might  rehearfe 
c  Some  new,  or  entertaining  Yerfe; 

Might  touch  the  Lyre,  invoke  the  Mufe; 
cc  Or  twenty  Things  that,  he  might  chufe  ; 
c-  No  doubt  but  he  would  mix  along 

With  Cup,  and,  Talk,  the  joyous  Song* 

XI. 

Doubtlefs  he  would;  and  that’s  the  Word, 
For  which  a  Centum  fo  abfurd 
Has  been  inferted,  by  Miftakc 
Of  his  Tranfcribers,  fcarce  awake; 

Which,  all  the  Critics,  when  they  keep. 

Are,  quoad  hoc ,  quite  fall  afleep. 


<c  For  that’s  the  Word”— — “  What  Word  d’ye  meani: 
c  5  For  Song  does  Centum  intervene  ? 

Song  would  be- - O,  I  take  your  Hint, 

Cantum ,  not  Centum,  you  would  print; 

*s  So/p  it  is  Cantum - but  the  Claufe 

44  Can  have  no  Senfe  with  fuch  a  Paufe. 


XIII. 


Faufe  then  at  Sofpitis,  nor  ftrike 
The  three  Caefuras  all  alike ; 


(  30.9  ) 

One  Cup  of  Helicon  but  quaff. 

The  Point  is  plain  as  a  Pikeftaff; 

The  Wine,  the  Song,  the  Luftre’s  Light' - r 

The  Verfe,  the  Paufe,  the  Senfe  is  right. 

XIV. 

“  Stay,  let  me  read  the  Sapphic  out 
65  Both  Ways,  and  then  refolve  the  Doubt— 

Sume  Maecenas  cyathos  Amici 

Sofpitis  centum — - et  vigiles  Lucernas 

Perfer  in  Lucem - -procul  omnis  ejlo 

Clamor  et  Ira . 

Sume  Maecenas  cyathos  Amici 
Sofpitis — —  Cantum,  et  vigiles  Lucernas 
Perfer  in  Lucem-*'-— procul  omnis  ejlo 

Clamor  et  Ira. 

» 

“  Well,  I  confefe,  now  I  have  read, 
s<  The  Thing  is  right  that  you  have  faid; 

One  Vowel  rectify’d,  how  plain 
Does  Horace' s  Intent  remain! 

3O0OC 


Nonum^. 


NonumQj  prematur  in  Annum, 

Her.  Art  poet:  L.  388. 


1. 

'  •.  {  'A  ■;  '  :  •  '  '  -  , 

Y  E  Poets,  and  Critics,  and  Men  of,  the  Schools, 

Who  talk  about  Horace ,  and  Horace’s  Rules ; 

Ye  learned  Admirers,  how  comes  it,  I  wonder, 

That  none  of  you  touch  a  mod  tangible  Blunder? 

I  fpeak  not  to  fervile,  and  fhirdy  Logicians, 

Who  will,  right  or  wrong,  follow  printed  Editions; 

But  you,  that  are  Judges,  come  rub  up  your  Eyes, 

And  unihackle  your  Wits,  and  I’ll  fhow  where  it  lies. 

* 

II. 

Amongd  other  Rules,  which  your  Horace  has  writ, 

To  make  his  young  Pifo  for  Poetry  fit, 

He  tells  him,  that  Verfes  fhoukl  not  be  purfu’d, 

When  the  Mufe  (or: Minerva J  was  not  in  the  Blood; 
That,  whate’er  he  fhould  write,  “  # he  Jhottld  let  it  defeend 
45  To  the  Ears  of  his  Fai her }  his  M'ajier ,  his  Friend 

And  let  it  lie  by  him - -now  prick  up  your  Ears* 

Nonurnque  prematur  in  Annum - nine  Years. 

*  —~ln  Mcttii  dejeendat  Judicis  dures * 

Et  patris  et  noflras 


Nine 


(  3 1 1  ) 

HI. 

■  *  '  •  '  V.'  P‘r  ' 

Nine  Years!  I  repeat - for  the  Sound  is  enough, 

With  the  Help  of  plain  Senfe,  to  difcover  the  Stuff. 

If  the  Rule  had  been  new,  what  a  Figure  would  nine 
Have  made  with  your  Pi/o's,  ye  Mahers  of  mine? 

Mufc  a  Youth  of  quick  Parts,  for  his  Verfe’s  Perfection, 

Let  it  lie  for  nine  Years - in  the  Houfe  of  Correction? 

Nine  Years  if  his  Verfes  muft  lie  in  the  Leaven, 

Take  the  young  Piogue  himfelf,  and  tranfport  him  for 
feven. 


IV. 

To  make  this  a  Maxim,  that  Horace  infufes, 

Muft  provoke  all  the  Laughter  of  all  the  nine  Mufes. 
How  the  Wits  of  old  Rome,  in  a  Cafe  fo  facetious. 
Would  have  jok’d  upon  Hot  ace,  and  Pijo,  and  Metiu:, 

If  they  all  could  not  make  a  poetical  Line 

PJpe  enough  to  be  read,  ’till  the  Year  had  ft  ruck  nine! 

Had  the  Boy  been  poffefl  of  nine  Lives,  like  a  Cat, 

Yet  furely  he’d  ne’er  have  fubmitted  to  that, 

V. 

Vali!  fays  an  old  Critic,  indefinite  Number — — • 

To  denote  many  Years  -* — -  (which  is  juft  the  fame  Lumber) 
Quotes  a  Length  of  Quintilian  for  #  Time  to  retouch — — 
But  wifely  flops  fliort  at  his  blaming - too  much . 

Some 

*  Quint.  Jnjiit.  Or  at .  Lib,  loth,  C.  4  th.  ck  Emendations . 


in  fine. 


(  312  ) 

Some  took  many  Years,  he  can  inftance 
Jfccrates  ten — —Poet  Cinna  juft  nine  ; 

Rare  Inftance  of  taking,  which,  had  he  been  cool, 

Th’  old  Critic  had  feen,  never  could  be  a  Pvule. 

VL 

Indeed,  fays  a  young  one,  nine  Years,  I  confefs. 

Is  a  defperate  While  for  a  Youth  to  fupprefs'; 

I  can  hardly  think  Horace  wou’d  make  it  a  Point ; 

The  Word,  to  be  fure,  muft  be  out  of  its  joint; 

Lie  by  with  a  Nonum  !• - had  I  been  his  Pifot 

Pd  have  told  little  Fatty,  mine  never  fhou’d  lie  fo. 

Had  he  faid  for  nine  Months,  I  fhould  think  them  enoo : 
This  Reading  is  falfe,  Sir- - -pray  tell  us  the  True. 

VII, 


Why,  you  are  not  far  off  it,  if  prefent  Conjecture 
May  furnifh  the  Place  with  a  probable  LeCture; 

For  by  Copies,  I  doubt,  either  printed,  or  written. 

The  Hundreds  of  Editors  all  have  been  bitten. 

Nine  Months  you  allow- — — Yes - well,  let  us,  for  fear 

Of  affronting  Quintilian ,  e’en  make  it  a  Year: 

Give  the  Critics  their  numque,  but  as  to  their  720  _ _ , 

You  have  one  in  plain  Englifh  more  fit  to  bellow. 

VIII. 

1  take  the  Correction- - unumque  pre??iatur - 

Let  it  lie  for  one  Twelvemonth — av,  that  may  hold  Water  r 

And 


(  313  ) 

And  Time  enough  too  for  confuking  about 
Maker  Ptfo' s  Performance,  before  it  came  out. 

What!  would  Horace  inhk,  that  a  Sketch  of  a  Boy 
Should  take  as  much  Time,  as  the  taking  of  Troy  f 
They,  that  bind  out  the  young  one,  fay,  when  the  old 
Fellow 

Took  any  Time  like  it,  to  make  a  Thing  mellow; 

IX. 

Tho’  correct  in  his  Trifles - -Young  Man  you  fay  right, 

And  to  them  that  will  fee,  it  is  plain,  at  krft  Sight; 

But  Critics  that  will  not,  they  hunt  all  around 

0 

For  fomething  of  famenefs,  in  Senfe,  or  in  Sound; 

It  is  all  one  to  them;  fo  attach’d  to  the  Letter, 

That  to  make  better  Senfe  makes  it  never  the  better: 

Nay,  the  more  Senfe  in  Pleadings,  the  lefs  they  will  own ’em; 
You  muk  leave  to  thefe  Sages  their  mumpjimu j  Nonum . 

X. 

Do  you  think,  tlfey  crv  out,  that  with  fo  little  Wit 
Such  a  World  of  great  Clitics  on  Horace  have  writ? 

That  the  Poets  themfelves,  were  the  Blunder  fo  plain, 

In  a  Point  of  their  Art  too,  would  let  it  remain? 

For  you  are  to  conhder,  thefe  critical  Chaps 
Do  not  like  to  be  fnubb’d  ;  you  may  venture,  perhaps, 
An  Amendment,  where  they  can  fee  fomewhat  amifs; 
But  may  raife  their  ill  Blood,  if  you  circulate  this. 

R  r  XI.  It 


(  3M  ) 

xr. 

It  will  circulate,  this,  Sir,  as  fure  as  their  Blood, 

Or,  if  not,  it  will  hand - as  in  Horace  it  ftood. 

They  may  wrangle  and  jangle,  unwilling  to  fee; 

But  the  Thing  is  as  clear  as  a  Whiftle  to  me. 

This  Nonum  of  theirs  no  Defence  will  admit, 

Except— - that  a  Blot  is  no  Blot,  ’till  it’s  hit; 

And  now  you  have  hit  it,  if  Nonum  content  ’um, 

So  would,  if  the  Vtrfe  had  fo  had  it,  Nongen  turn , 

XII. 

Yoirll  fay  this  is  painting  of  Chara&ers—  - — true; 
But,  really,  good  Sirs,  I  have  met  with  thefe  two: 
The  jfirfl,  in  all  Comments  quite  down  to  the  Delphin> 
•  A  Man,  if  he  likes  it,  may  look  at  himfelf  in: 

The  lail,  if  you  like,  and,  along  with  the  Youth, 
Prefer  to  Nonumque  poetical  Truth, 

Then  blot  out  the  Blunder,  now  here  it  is  hinted. 
And  by  all  future  Printers  Unumque  be  printed. 


3c®*©£ 

<*> 


I 


Vidh 


Nunc  et  Campus  et  AREjE 

Lemfque  fub  noclem  fiijarri 
Compojita  repetaniur  bora. 

Hor.  Lib.  i.  Ode  9.  v.  18. 

jDY  Campus,  and  by  Area. \  my  Friends, 

The  Queftion  is  what  Horace  here  intends? 

For  fuch  Expreffion  with  the  current  Stile 
Of  this  whole  Ode  is  hard  to  reconcile  : 

Nay,  notwithstanding  critical  Pretence, 

Or  I  miftake,  or  it  can  have  no  Senfe. 

The  Ode,  you  End,  proceeding  to  relate 
A  Winter’s  Froft,  in  its  fevered:  State, 

Calls  out  for  Fire,  and  Wine,  and  Loves,  and  Dance, 
And  all  that  Horace  rambles  to  inhance; 

Eut  how  can  this  fair  Weather  Phrafe  belong 
To  fuch  a  wintry,  faturnalian  Song  ? 

0 

A  learned  Frenchman  quotes  thefe  very  Lines 

As  really  difficult;  and  thus  refines-- - 

te  We  ufe  thefe  Words  (fays  Monjteur  Sanadon J 
“  For  nightly  Meetings,  hors  de  la  Mai  fan ; 

"  But  ’tis  ridiculous  in  Froft,  and  Snow, 

Ci  Of  keeneft  Kind,  that  Horace  fhould  do  fo. 

Right,  Monfieur ,  right;  fuch  incoherent  Stuff 
Is  here,  no  Doubt,  ridiculous  enough : 

R  r  2 


The 


(  3i6  ) 

The  Campus  Martins ,  and  its  active  Scenes, 

Which  Commentators  fay  th’  Expreffion  means, 

Have  here  no  Place ;  nor  can  they  be  akin 
To  Scenes,  not  laid  without  Doors,  but  within. 

44  Nunc  mud:  refer  (proceeds  the  French  Remark) 

44  To  Donee— Puer- - Age  of  Taliarque ; 

€e  Not  to  the  Frod;  for  which  the  Bard,  before, 

44  Delign’d  the  two  drd  Strophes,  and  no  more;; 

44  As  Commentators  rightly  fhould  have  taught, 

44  Or  inattentive  Readers  eife  are  caught. 

Now  inattentive  Critics  too,  I  fay. 

Are  caught,  fometimes,  in  their  dogmatic  Way: 

United  here,  we  mud  divide,  forfooth. 

The  Time  of  Winter  from  the  Time  of  Youth; 

When  all  Expreflions  of  Horatian  Growth 
Do,  in  this  Ode,  ’tis  plain,  refer  to  both. 

Youthful  th’  Amufements,  and  for  frofly  Week; 

From  drinking - dancing— - down  to  -—hide  and  feck: 

But  Campus  comes,  and  Are between, 

By  a  Midake  too  big  for  any  Skreen : 

And  how  nonfendcally  join’d  with  Lifpers, 

By  Affignation  met,  of  nightly  Whifpers  ? 

« 

Strange,  how  Interpreters  retail  the  Farce, 

That  Campus ,  here,  fhould  mean  the  Field  of  Man ; 
When,  in  their  Talk,  they  mud  have  jud  read  o’er 
Contrad  to  this,  the  very  Ode  before; 


Where 


(  3i7  ) 

Where  ev’rv  manly  Exercife,  difclos’d, 

To  Love's  Effeminacy  ftands  oppos'd. 

In  this,  no  Thought  of  any  Field  on  Earth, 

But  warm  Fire-fide,  and  Roman  Winters  Mirth: 

No  Thought  of  any  but  domeftic  Ring; 

Where  all  Decembrian  Cuftoms  took  their  Swing: 

And  where - but  come - that  Matter  we’ll  fupprefs 

There  fhould  be  Something  for  Cantabs  to  guefs. 


I'll  alk  anon - -from  what  has  now  been  fai d. 

If  Emendation  pops  into  your  Head  : 

Or  if  you’ll  teach  me  how  to  comprehend 
That  all  is  right;  and  Nothing  here  to  mendi 
Come,  fharpen  up  your  latin  Wits  a  Bit; 

What  are  they  good  for  elfe — thefe  Odes  that  Horace  writ? 

N.  B.  The  Emendation  of  -which  the  Author  approved  ivas  Cantus  etAleac. 


Iff*  > 

&  Q 


Cedes  coemptis  Saltibus;  et  Domo , 

Villaque ,  fiavus  quam  Tiberis  lavit> 

Cedes;  et  extructis  in  Altum 
Divitiis  potietur  H ceres. 

Hor.  1.  2.  ode  3.  v.  ij0 

rT'HIS  Phrafe  of  “  Riches  built  on  big'n  ’ 

Has  fometh'ing  in  it,  at  firft  Sight, 

Which,  if  the  Latin  Language  try. 

Muff  needs  appear  not  to  be  right: 


Produce 


(  3 1 3  ) 

Produce  an  Inftance,  where  before 
3i  was  ever  us’d.  I’ll  fay  no  more. 

Talk  not  of  “  Riches  pil'd  on  Heaps™ 

To  juftify  the  Latin  Phrafe; 

For  if  you  take  fuch  critic  Leaps, 

You  jump  into  Dog  Latin  Days; 

And  I  fhall  anfwer  to  that  Trick 
In  me  a  mente  non  eft  fic% 

That  Lands  were  here  the  Poet’s  Thought, 
And  Houfe  along  the  River’s  Side, 

And  lofty  Villa  built,  or  bought. 

Is  much  too  plain  to  be  deni’d. 

Thefe  high  ext  meted  Spires  he  writ 
That  mortal  Dellius  mult  quit. 

€c  Well  Sir  fuppohng  this  the  Cafe, 

And  Strudtures  what  the  Poet  meant ; 

“  How  will  you  fill  the  faulty  Place 
««  With  Phrafe  that  iuited  his  Intent? 
Meaning  and  Metre  both  arrange. 

And  lmail,  if  poffible,  the  Change  \ 

Smaller  and  better,  to  be  fare, 

Into  their  Place  Amendments  fall : 

What  firh  occurs  will  here  fecure 
Meaning  and  Metre,  Change  and  all. 

May  it  not  be  that  for  Divitiis 
TIT  Original  had  M — difeiis  ? 


If 


(  3i9  ) 

If  you  object  that  fep’rate  A E 
Makes  in  one  Word  an  odd  Diviflon, 
Horace,  I  anfwer  to  that  Plea, 

Has  more  than  once  the  like  Elihon : 
In  fhort,  upon  Correflion’s  Plan, 
Give  us  a  better,  if  ye  can. 


Non  eft  meum ,  ft  mugiat  Africis 
Malus  procellis,  ad  miferai  preces 
Decurrere,  et  votis  pacifci , 

Ne  Cy price  Hyriceque  mercer 


Addant  avaro  diviiias  marl; 

Tum  me  biremis  prccfidio  ftcaphee 
TPutum  per  TEgceoj  tumultus 
Aura  feret  geminuftq .  Pollux. 

PI.  1.  3,  O.  9.  v.  5y„ 


rJpHXS  PafTage,  Sirs,  may  put  ye,  one  would  think. 
In  mind  of  him,  who,  in  a  furious  Storm 
Told,  that  the  VefTel  certainly  would  fink, 

Made  a  Reply  in  the  Horatian  Form; 

««  Why  let  it  link  then,  if  it  will,  quoth  he, 

“  I’m  but  a  Pafienger,  what  is’t  to  me.” 


So,  11  non  eft  7neumft  Horace  here  cries  out, 

To  purchafe  Calm  with  wretched  Vows  and  Pray  Vs; 

Let  them  who  freight  the  Ship  be  thus  devout. 
I’m  not  concern’d  in  anv  of  its  Wares, 


(  3 20  ) 

May  not  one  afk,  if  common  Senfe  will  read. 

Was  ever  Jeff,  and  Earned:  more  agreed  ? 

Nay  but  you  fee  the  Reafon,  ’tis  repli’d. 

Why  he  rejeds  the  Bargaining  of  Pray’r; 

His  little  Skiff  will  ftera  the  raging  Tide 
With  double  Pollux ,  and  with  gentler  Air. 

This  is  his  Moral,  fay  his  Under-pullers, 

The  Poor  and  Innocent  are  fare  in  Scullers. 

Why  fo  they  may  be,  if  they  coaft  along, 

And  fhun  the  Winds  that  make  a  Mafi  to  moan ; 

But  here,  according  to  the  critic  Throng, 

Horace  was  in  the  Ship,  tho’  not  his  own. 

Suppofe  a  Sculler  juft  contriv’d  for  him. 

When  the  Ship  funk,  would  his  Biremis  fwim? 

Can  you  by  any  conftruing  Pretence- - 

If  you  fuppofe,  as  Commentators  do, 

Him  in  the  Ship— make  tolerable  Senfe 
Of  his  furviving  all  the  finking  Crew  ? 

With  Winds  fo  boift’rous,  by  what  cunning  Twift 
Can  his  dear  Stars,  and  gentle  Air  refift  ? 

“  The  Gifts  of  Fortune  Horace  had  refign’d, 

“  And  poor  and  honeft,  his  juft  fancy'd  Cafe, 
cc  Nothing  to  do  had  he  with  ftormy  Wind, 

“  Nor  in  JEg'aan  Seas  to  feek  a  Place. 

“  How  is  it  likely  then,  that  he  fhould  mean 
“  To  paint  himfelf  in  l'uch  an  aukward  Scene  ? 

Why, 


By  then  efcaping,  that  he  fure  was  in’t; 

And  feret  too,  that  comes  into  the  Clofe, 

In  all  the  Books  that  we  have  here  in  Print - - 

Both  Words  are  wrong  tho\  notwithhanding  that, 
Tu  m  hiould  be  Cum,  and  feret  be  ferat . 

The  Senfe,  or  Moral  if  you  nleafe,  is  this* 
Henceforth  be  Probity,  tho’  poor,  my  Lot; 

The  Love  of  Riches  is  but  an  Abyfs 
Of  dangerous  Cares,  that  now  concern  me  not. 
Caught  in  it’s  Storms,  let  Avarice  implore, 

I  thank  my  Stars,  Pm  rowing  fife  to  Shore. 


Plor.  Lib.  3.  O.  i3. 


IIENE’ER  this  Horace  comes  into  ones  Hand, 


One  meets  with  Words  full  hard  to  underhand  : 
If  one  confult  the  Critics  thereupon, 

Some  Places  have  a  Note,  fome  others  none; 

And,  when  they  take  interpretating  Pains, 

Sometimes  the  Difficulty  hill  remains. 

To  you  that  fee,  good  Friends,  where  I  am  blind, 
Let  me  propofe  a  Cafe  of  either  Kind  : 

Premihng  firh,  for  both  relate  to  Weather, 

That  Winter  and  December  come  together: 

O 

The  Ro?nans  too,  as  far  as  I  remember, 

Have  join’d  together  Winter  and  December. 


S  i 


In 
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In  Book  the  Third  of  Horace ,  Ode  Eighteen* 

Ad  F 'annum — — thefe  two  Sapphics  here  are  feen : 

Ludit  HERBOSO  pecus  c/tnne  campo , 

Cum  tibi  Nona  redeunt  Decembris: 

F eft  us  in  PraTIS  vacat  oiiofo 

Cum  hove  Pag  us. 

Liter  audaces  lupus  err  at  Agnos  ; 

Spargit  agreftes  tibi  Silva  FrONDES; 

Gaudet  INVISAM  pepulijfe fojfor 
Ter  pede  ierram . 

Now  in  December ,  if  we  reafon  dofe, 

Are  Fields  poetically  call’d  herboje? 

Is  that  the  Month,  tho’  Faunus  kept  the  Fold, 

For  daring  Lambs  to  frifk  about  fo  bold  ? 

Leaves  I  would  add  too- — -but  the  learn’d  Dacier 
lias  made  this  Point  elaborately  clear; 

As  one  that  artful  Horace  interweaves— 

“  The  Trees  in  Italy  then  fhed  their  Leaves; 

“  And  this  the  Poet’s  Artifice  profound, 

“  The  Trees  themfelves  for  Faunus  ilrew’d  the  Ground. i? 

It  is,  we’ll  fay,  a  fine  Horatian  Flight, 

But  is  the  Herbage,  are  the  Lambs  fo  right  ? 

Is  there  in  all  the  Ode  a  fingle  Thing, 

That  makes  the  Winter  differ  from  the  Spring  ? 

Nones  of  December  are  indeed  hybernal. 

But  all  the  refi  is  abfolutely  vernal. 


Lenis 
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Lent:  incedis  ptr  APRICA  rura - - 

Does  this  begin  like  Winter?- - but  quid plura t 

Read  liow  it  all  begins,  goes  on,  or  ends, 

Nothing  but  Nones  is  winterly,  my  Friends; 

Neither  in  human,  nor  in  brutal  Creatures, 

One  Trace  obferv’d  of  Winter’s  ftormy  Features. 

May  not  there  be  then,  tho’  the  Critics  make 
No  Heiitation  at  it,  a  Mi  flake  ? 

The  Diggers  Dancing  too  has  fomewhat  Tplfly — — 
Gaudct  invisam  i  err  am  pepulijfe . 

Fie  in  P».evenge  (fay  Comments)  beats  the  Soil, 

Flated,  becaufe  it  gave  him  io  much  Toil. 

As  oft  the  Diggers,  whom  we  chance  to  meet, 

Turn  up  the  Ground,  and  prefs  it  with  their  Feet ; 
Horace  himfelf,  perhaps  we  may  admit, 

InversAM  ierramt  not  INVISAM  wilt; 

But  this  at  Prefent  our  Demand  poftpones  • 

Prav  folve  the  Doubt  on  thefe  Decembrian  Nona. 

4 

Ut  tuto  ah  atris  corpore  viperis 
Dormirem  ei  Ursis.  Hor.  Ode  4  L. 

TTORACEj  an  Infant,  here  he  interweaves, 

^  In  rambling  Ode,  where  no  Defign  coheres, 

By  fabl’d  Stock-Doves  cover’d  up  with  Leaves, 

Kept  iafe  from  black  J kind  Vipers ,  and  from  Bears: 

1  Sfi 


Rut 


CO 
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But,  palling  by  the  incoherent  Ode, 

I  afk  the  Critics  where  the  Bears  abode  ? 

The  Leaves  indeed,  that  Stock  Doves  could  convey, 
Would  be  but  poor  Defence  againft  the  Snakes, 

And  Beeping  Boy  be  ftill  an  ealy  Prey 
To  black  Pervaders  of  the  thorny  Brakes ; 

The  Bears,  1  doubt  too,  would  have  fmelt  him  out, 

If  there  had  been  fuch  Creatures  thereabout. 

The  Snakes  were  black,  the  Bears,  I  guefs,  were  white, 
(Or  what  the  Vulgar  commonly  call  Bulls) 

Bears  had  there  been  ;  another  Word  is  right, 

That  has  efcap’d  the  criticifmg  Skulls, 

Who  Buffer  Bears  as  quietly  to  pafs, 

As  if  the  Bard  had  been  of  Lapland  Clafs. 

A  Word,  where  Senfe  and  Sound  do  fo  agree. 

That  I  fhali  fpare  to  fpeak  in  its  Defence  ; 

And  leave  Abfurdity  fo  plain  to  fee. 

With  due  Correction,  to  your  own  good  Senfe  : 

Tis  this  in  fhort,  in  thefe  Horatian  Verfcs, 
for  Bears  read  Goats- — — pro  U?y?sy  lege  Hyrcis, 


Row# 


Roma,  prtncipis  Urbiutn 
Dignatur  foboles  inter  amabiles 
V alum  ponere  me  chords. 

Hor.  1.  4.  ode  3, 
*  *_ 

■* 

rjp  HIS  is  one  Ode,  and  much  the  bed  of  two. 

Fam’d  above  all  for  Scaligers  Ado: 

“  I  rather  would  have  writ  fo  good  a  Thing 
“  Than  reign,  Quoth  he,  an  Arragonian  K. mg.” 

Had  he  been  King,  and  Matter  of  the  Vote, 

I  doubt  the  Monarch  would  have  chang’d  his  Note ; 

And  loading  Verfes  with  an  huge  Renown, 

Would  ttili  have  kept  his  Arragonian  Crown, 

This  Ode,  howe’er,  tho’  fhort  of  Rich  a  Pvout, 

He  fhow’d  fome  Judgement,  when  he  tingl’d  out; 
Compar’d  with  others,  one  is  at  a  Stand 
To  think  how  thofe  fhould  come  from  the  fame  Hand: 
For  if  they  did,  ’tis  marvellous  enough, 

That  fuch  a  Mufe  with  fuch  a  Breath  fhould  puff; 

That  fuch  a  delicate  harmonious  Mufe 
Should  catch  the  Clouds,  or  link  into  the  Stews. 

But  Fame  has  fold  them  to  us  in  a  Lot, 

And  all  is  Horace ,  whether  his,  or  not. 

For  his,  or  whofe  you  will  then,  let  them  pafs, 

What  fignihes  it  who  the  Author  was  ? 


Dunghill 
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Dunghill  of  Ennius ,  as  we  are  told 
By  ancient  Proverb,  might  afford  fome  Gold ; 

And  that’s  the  Cafe  of  what  this  Horace  fang, 

Some  Grains  of  Gold  with  Tinfel  mix’d,  and  Dung. 

We’ll  fay  this  Ode,  allowing  for  the  Age 
That  Horace  writ  in,  was  a  golden  Page  ; 

The  Words  well  chofen,  eafy,  free,  and  pat. 

The  Lyric  Claim  fo  manag’d- - and  all  that— 

What  I  would  note  is,  that  no  Critic  yet, 

Of  them,  I  mean,  whole  Notes  my  Eyes  have  met, 
Has  feen  a  Blemifh  in  this  finifh’d  Piece, 

Outdone,  they  fay,  by  neither  Rome  nor  Greece. 

Yet  there  is  one,  which  it  is  fomewhat  ftrange. 
That  none  of  ’em  fhouid  fee  a  Caufe  to  change. 
But  let  a  great  Indelicacy  hand. 

As  if  it  came  from  Horace's  own  Hand  s 
To  vat  am  choros  join’d  Amabiles, 

When,  what  he  meant  was  lovely  Joboles . 

Meo  psriculo ,  Sirs,  alter  this, 

If  Taile  be  in  you,  read  amabiiis. 

If  ye  refufe,  I  have  no  more  to  fay, 

Keep  to  flat  Print,  and  read  it  your  own  Way; 

Let  Fear  to  change  a  Vowel’s  R.ote  difpenfe 
With  jingling  found,  and  unpoliter  Senfe. 

I  don’t  expert  that  Critics,  with  their  Skill, 

Will  take  the  Flint- - but  all  true  Poets  will. 
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Be  it  a  Teft,  at  Prefent,  who  has  got 
The  nicer  Tahe  of  liquid  Verfe,  who  not. 


Iracunda  diem  proferet  llioy 
Matronifq .  Pbrygmn>  clajjis  Achillci} 

Pojlcertas  hy ernes  uret  Achaicus 

Ignis  lliacas  domos .  Hor.  1.  i.O  .  1$, 


gPONDjEQ  a  Babili,  ii  numeros  modo 
Obfervare  velis,  incipit  ultimus 

Verfus - non  poterunt  Carminis  et  pedem 

Leges  ferre  Trochaicum, 

Cahigant  Pueros  Archididafcali, 

Pro  longa  fuerit  fyllaba  fi  brevis; 

Et  credunt  Critici  dicere  Horatium 
- - Ignis  lliacas  domos  ? 

Sunt,  qui,  cum  penitus  fenfus  abeft  metro, 
Pugnant,  ac  vitium  mille  modis  tegunt; 

Quos  vocum  ratio  difTona  plurimos 
Eixis  Mencibus  ingerit. 

Verum,  Carminibus  cum  fua  Quantitas 
Debt,  quam  R.atio  metrica  pollulat, 

Num  peccare  velit,  tarn  pueriliter, 

Romance  fidicen  lyrse  ? 
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Si  dernum  parilis  culpa  notabitur 
Vatum,  quam  pariter  corrigere  eft  nefas, 
Defendat  numerus;  Tu  tamen,  interim, 
Verum  reftituas  metrum. 


Vocl,  quce  legitur,  litera  defuit 
Princeps,  quam  foliti  pingere,  forfitan, 

Haud  fcripfere:  legas - uret  Achaicis 

i  Lignis  Iliacas  domos. 


>. ■■ — ■ Quis  neget  atduis 
Pronos  relabi  pojfe  rivos 
Montibus ,  et  Tyberim  revsrti ; 

Cum  tu  cosmptos  undique  nobiles 
Libras  P anally  Socraticam  et  domum 
Mu  TARE  loricis  Ibcris , 

Pollicitus  meliora}  tendis.  Hor.  1.  I.  O.  29. 

N  ON  efte  dices,  credo,  poeticnm 
Hoc  tendis;  et  quo  tenderet  Iccius  ? 

Mutare  libros?— - at  viciftim 

Non  alios  habuifte  fertur. 


Mutare,  rurfus,  Socraticam  domum-- — - 
lisec  velle  Sedtam  linquere  te  docent  : 

At  Se&a  loricas  Iberas 

Nulla  novo  dcderat  Clienti. 


Dum 
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Bum  vox  coemptos ,  Intuitu  mero, 

Et  qure  fequuntur  verba,  prioribus 
Collata,  fuadent  hie  legendum 
Poliicitus  meliora,  vendis . 

Libros  coemptos  vendidit  Iccius, 
Miles  futurus,  virque  Scientise, 

Quam  nolit  hie  libris  tueri, 

Flaccus  ait,  joculans,  fed  armis. 

Tam  diferepantis  militise  ducem 
Ironiarum  plena  redarguit 
Ode ;  fed  extremum  videtur 
Multa  manus  vitiaffe  carmen. 

Sic  ipfa  Flacci  pinxerat,  autumo, 
Incertum  amicum — — -Quis  neget  ardui* 
Pronos  relabi  poffe  rivos 

Montibus,  et  Tyberim  revert! ; 

Cum  tu  coemptos  undique  nolilt s 
Libros  Panseti,  Socraticam  ut  domurft 
Tutere  loricis  Iberis, 

Poliicitus  meliora,  vendis. 


r 


Lib.  2.  Ode  14.  Hox\ 


^ HEU !  fugaccs ,  Pofihume ,  Pojlhumes 


Labuntur  anni;  nec  pietas  moram 
fi  Rugii\  et  hijianti  Senettce 


Ajferet,  indomiteeque  morti 


ti  Ji  TRECENIS,  quotquot  eunt  dies3 
u  Amice,  places  illachry mahilem 


“  P lutona  tauris^ - Hem!  trecenis ? 


Nolumus  hanc  pofuiffe  ¥Qcem, 

Foxleie,  Flaccum  ; - —quotquot  eunt  dies. 


Tauris  trecentis  illachrymabilem 


Placare  divum  !  immanis,  ipfo 
Intuitu,  numerus  pateicit. 

Quovis  trecenos  lumine,  Pofthumum 
Madtare  tauros,  li  bene  finxerit 
Vates,  quot  exa&os,  memento, 
Myriadas  feriat  per  annos* 

Hsec  inter  artes  norma  poeticas, 

• - “  Famam  fequi,  -vel  convenientiam” 

Praefcripta  Flacco,  quam  trecenis 
Immodice  violata  tauris ! 


\ 


Yult 
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Vult  quando  centum  pocula  fofpitis , 

Codex,  Amici - turn  libi  fapphicum 

Quid  carmen  expofcat  volutans, 

Te,  ftatuo,  repetente - Cantum . 

Idem  In  trecenis  hsereo,  fufpicor; 

Et,  non  jocantem,  limplicius  velim 
DixifTe  vatem,  (namque  dici 
Simplicius  potuit)  quod  urguet. 

-  * 

Quod,  nempe,  mors  et  regibus  imminet 

ALque  ac  colonis  ;  Mors - neque  Pofthumo 

Vitanda  tercentum  immolando 

✓ 

Lux  quoties  nitet  orta,  tauros. 

Ni  fallor,  omnis  victima  Pofthumi 
Duntaxat  unum  quoque  die  bovem 
Mattata  Plutoni  popofcit, 

Bum  valuit  manus  ipfa  Flacci: 

Qui  fcripfit,  aut  qui  fcribere  debuit, 

(Tu  licut  inquis,  carmine  nupero; 

Quod  mu  fa,  pugnax,  dum  refellit. 

Hoc  penitus  tibi  fubdit  aufum) 

“  Non  fi  .  .  .  quotquot  eunt  dies, 

“  Amice,  places  illachrymabilem 

€C  Plutona  tauris” - quos  opinor 

Sic  melius  numeraire  carmen. 

T  t  2  Si 
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Si  fana  vox  fit,  ne  moveas  loco- — ■ 

Si  non  fit - amplis  ingenio  viris 

Xmmifte,  die  quanam  fodales 
(Me  tacito)  repleant  Hiatum  ? 


w  ysnr  ypvcr 

JXC. 


r.i*r  'ds  m  -as  >tr  tk  ar  *w  iff 
tJS5k  it 


— - Tbare  placards  et  hornd 

Fruge  Lares  avidaque  pored .  Ilor,  Lib.  3,  O.  23 


O  VJE  mens  lit  hujus  carminis,  obfecro, 
^^Specles ;  — monenda  eft  ruftica  Phidyle, 
V  el  thure,  vel  frudtu,  vel  herb  a 
Ruricolas  placuifle  Divis. 


Si  pura  mens  lit,  ii  manus  innoeens, 
Placare  pofiint  ablque  cruoribus  ; 
Primumque  et  extremum  poetae 
Quis  negat  hoc  voluifle  verfum  ? 

t  ■'  .*  ■ 

Vix  ergo  P  or  cam  velle  putaveris. 
Urbane,  Flaccum  frugibus  additam  ; 
Nam  tbura,  nam  fruges,  et  omnem 
Sordida  Sus  vitiavit  herbam. 


Quid  parva  laudat  Nomina,  munera. 

Si  P  orca  tandem  vidlima  pofeitur  ? 

Quid  profit  immunis  manufve, 

Farve  pium,  falienfque  mica  ? 

A  ut 


(  2  ^  ^  i 

\  ODD  ) 


Aut  omnis  ut  res  htereat,  indica, 
Aut  vile  mendum  corrige  protinus; 


Non  multa  mutabis  legendo, 


Fruge  Lares,  avidafqus  P areas. 


In  E  N  G  L  I  S  H  V  E  R  S  E. 


FIE  whole  Dehgn  of  this  Horatian  Strain 

•-  O 


Is  fo  exceeding  obvious  and  plain, 

That  one  would  wonder  how  correcting  Eyes 
Could  overlook  a  Biot  of  fuch  a  Size, 

As  aviddque  Pored;  when  the  Line, 

So  read,  quite  ruins  Horace's  Defign. 

He,  as  the  Verfe  begins,  and  as  it  ends. 

This  Point  to  ruftic  Phydile  commends, 

That  Innocence  to  Gifts  the  Gods  prefer. 

And  frugal  Oir ’rings  would  in  dice  from  her; 
That  want  of  Victims  was  in  her  no  Fault; 

She  might  prefen t  Fruit,  Incenfe,  Cake  and  Salt. 

With  what  Connexion  could  he  add  to  thefe 
A  greedy  Swine?  in  order  to  appeafe 
Thofe  very  Deities,  whom  Ode  is  meant 


Flora 
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From  pious  Hands  receiv’d,  tlio’  e’er  fo  fmall— 
But  aviddque  Pored  fpoiis  it  all. 

"What  Moral  meant,  if  they  requir’d,  in  fine. 
From  ruftic  Phydile ,  a  great  fat  Swine  ? 

Why  little  Gods,  and  little  Matters  nam’d, 

If  fucli  a  Sacrifice  as  this  was  claim’d  ? 

Perea  is  wrong,  Sirs,  whether  we  regard 
The  Gods,  the  Countrywoman,  or  the  Bard. 

What  mu  ft  be  done  in  fucli  a  Cafe  as  this  ? 

One  rouft  amend,  tho’  one  fliould  do’t  amifs. 

I’ll  tell  you  the  Correction,  frank  and  free, 

That  upon  reading  firft  occur’d  to  me ; 

And  Teem’d  to  fuit  the  Bard’s  Intention  better. 
With  fmall  Mutation  of  the  printed  Letter. 

Tho’  avid  a  quo  Porca  runs  along 
With  Verb,  and  Cafe,  and  Meafure  of  the  Song, 
Yet,  if  the  Poet  is  to  be  renown’d 
For  fomething  more,  than  mere  Italian  Sound, 
For  Life  and  Senfe,  as  well  as  Shell  and  Carcafs; 
Bead - - Fruge  Lares ,  avida/que  Parcas. 


¥<C>^ 


t 
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Vile  poiabis  modicis  Sabinum 

Cantharis ,  — —  Hor.  Lib.  I.  O.  20> 

I. 

TT  AVE  ye  no  Scruple,  Sirs,  when  ye  reheard 
This  hifting  Kind  of  an  Horatian  Verfe? 

To  me,  I  own,  at  Sight  of  triple - is , 

Sufpicion  faid  that  fomething  was  amifs ; 

And,  when  one  reads  the  triple  Sapphic  throV 
’Tis  plain  that  what  Sufpicion  faid  was  true. 

II. 

/ 

Critics,  as  Cuftom  goes,  if  one  fhall  bring 
The  plaineft  Reafon,  for  the  plaineft  Thing, 

Will  hick  to  Horace,  as  he  hicks  to  Print, 

And  fay,  fometimes,  that  there  is  Nothing  in’t.- 
Or,  here,  Miftake  perhaps,  may  be  my  Lot; 

Now  tell  me,  Neighbours,  if  3tis  fo,  or  not. 

III. 

This  Ode,  or  (fince  apparently  Mifhap 
Has  loft  the  true  Beginning  of  it)  Scrap, 

Informs  Macenas  that  poor  Sabine  Wine 
Shall  be  his  Drink,  in  Horace’s  Defign; 


Wine 


Wine  which  the  Poet  had  incafk’d,  the  Day 
That  People  fhouted  for  the  Knight  away. 

»  IV. 

This  is  the  firft  Thing  that  it  fay? — —the  next, 
Without  one  Word  of  intervening  Text, 

Says,  he  fhall  drink  (and  in  poetic  Shape 
Wine  is  defcrib’d)  the  very  x'icheft  Grape; 

My  Cups  Falernian  Vintage,  For?nian  Hill 
(Is  all  that  follows  after)  never  fill. 

■v 

V. 

Thefe,  and  thefe  only,  in  the  printed  Code, 

Are  the  two  Periods  of  this  pigmy  Ode: 

And  how  they  hand,  in  Contradiction  fiat. 

Whoe’er  can  conftrue  Latin  mu  ft.  fee  that. 

The  Critics  faw  it,  but  forfook  their  Sight, 

And  fet  their  Wits  at  work,  to  make  it  right. 

VI. 

How  they  have  done  it— — finch  as  have  a  Mind 
To  know  their  Fetches,  if  they  look,  may  find; 

And  fmile  thereat;  one  Ounce,  that  but  coheres. 

Of  Mother  Wit,  is  worth  a  Pound  of  theirs; 

Who  having,  by  their  Hint  of  Learning,  feen 
That  Moon  is  Cheefe,  foon  prove  it  to  be  green. 

VII.  ’Twill 
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vir. 

’Twill  be  enough  to  give  ye  juft  a  Tafte, 

From  Delphin  here,  of  criticiftng  Hafte  ; 

“  Mxcenas ,  fetting  on  fome  Journey  out, 

“  Sent  Horace  word,  before  he  took  his  Rout, 

“  As  Cruquius,  Lubin ,  Codex  too  pretend, 

“  That  he  would  fup  with  his  allured  Friend. 

VIII. 

Horace  writes  back - -and  this,  it  feems,  the  Ode' 

’Tis  mighty  kind  to  take  me  in  your  Road ; 

But  you  muft  be  content  with  flender  Fare, 

Such  as  my  poor  Tenuity  can  fpare: 

Vile  potabis' - Sabine  wine  the  heft- - 

As  learnedly  Theod.  Marcil.  has  gueft. 

IX. 

So  far,  fo  good - but  why  fhould  Horace,  flap, 

Say  you  ftiall  drink  the  Wines  of  richeft  Tap? 

That  is,  quoth  Margin  of  the  Delphin  Tome, 

Do?ni  potabis - you  fhall  drink  at  Home ; 

Hac  vina  quidem  bibes  apud  te> 

Says  Note,  non  ita  vero  apud  me. 

X. 

Certe ,  it  adds,  as  Pliny  underftood, 

The  Knights  own  Wine  was  exquifttely  good 

U  u 


I 


Good 


(  338  ) 


Good,  to  be  fure,  tho’  Pliny  had  been  dumb* 

But  haw  does  all  that  has  been  faid  o’ercome 

The  Contradiction  ?  —  Why,  with  this  Affiltance, 

’Tis  plain  they  fupp’d  together  — at  a  Diltance.  % 

A 

XI. 

One  eafy  Hint,  without  fuch  aukward  Stirs, 
Diffolves  at  once  the  Difficulty,  Sirs: 

Let  Horace  drink  himfelf  of  his  own  Vinum — — - 
Vile  POTABO  modicis  Sahinum 

CaniVris  — ~-and  Maecenas  do  fo  too - - 

Tu  bibes  C&cubum — — — and  all  is  true. 

%  *y‘“  _  c.  .  .  r'  _  ..  j  d 

XII. 

.  ,  .-t  ~  -V  »  *  s  * 

*  * 

No  verbal  Hilling  fpoils  poetic  Grace, 

Nor  Contradiction  Itares  ye  in  the  Face  ; 

But  Verfe  Intention,  without  farther  Tours: 

I’ll  drink  my  Wine,  Maecenas - and  you  yours3 

Should  not  all  Judges  of  Horatian  Letter 
Or  take  this  Reading,  or  propofe  a  better  ? 


<#> 

«•- 

MUM 

I 


MIS  CELL  A  - 


j  «r  Ttf  w  tji  ar 


tear  T*ntr  *w  w  **$  kt 


'ULJ*  ^kJUC  VSJ"  «*>» 

q*  era  qT  c$ 


MISCELLANEOUS  PIECES; 

Consisting  of 

Thoughts  on  various  Subjects,  Fragments, 

Epigrams,  &c. 

T  I  ME  that  is  paft  thou  never  can’ll  recall; 

Of  I  ime  to  come  thou  art  not  fure  at  ail ; 

♦ 

Time  prefent  only  is  within  thy  Pow’r; 

Now,  now  improve  then,  whilft  thou  canft,  the  Hour. 


gET  not  the  Faults  of  other  Folks  in  View, 

But  rather  mind  what  thou  thyfelf  fhould’fi:  do  ; 
For  twenty  Errors  of  thy  Neighbour  known 
Will  tend  but  little  to  reform  thy  own. 


Q  ikFER  to  reconcile  a  Foe,  than  make 

A  Conqueft  of  him,  for  the  Conqueft’s  Sake; 
This  tames  his  Ponvr  of  doing  prefent  Ill, 

But  That  difarms  him  of  the  very  Will. 


HPO  give  Pteproof  in  Anger,  to  be  fure, 

Whate’er  the  Fault,  is  not  the  Way  to  cures 
Wou’d  a  wife  Doftor  offer,  doft  thou  think. 

The  Sick  his  Potion,  Tcalding  hot  to  drink? 

U  u  z 


A  Graceful 


(  34°  ) 

A  Graceful  Manner,  and  a  friendly  Eafe 
Will  give  a  No,  and  not  at  all  difpleafe; 
And  an  ill-natur’d,  or  ungraceful  Yes, 
When  it  is  giv’n,  is  taken  much  amifs. 


jgTJT  fmall  the  DiffTence,  if  Tertullians  rigl 
To  do  an  Injury,  or  to  requite; 

He  is,  faid  he,  who  does  it  to  the  other, 

But  fomewhat  fooner  wicked  than  his  Brother. 


lit, 


TyjY  Realon  is  I,  and  your  Pveafon  is  You, 

And,  if  we  {hall  differ,  both  cannot  be  true: 
If  Reafon  muft  judge,  and  we  two  muft  agree. 
Another  third  Reafon  muft  give  the  Decree, 
Superior  to  our’s;  and  to  which,  it  is  fit, 

That  both,  being  weaker,  fhould  freely  fubmit: 
Now  in  Reafon,  fubmitting,  is  plainly  impli’d 
That  it  does  not  pretend,  of  itfelf,  to  decide. 


JN  Truths  that  Nobody  can  mifs, 

It  is  the  Quid  that  makes  the  Quis; 
In  fuch  as  lie  more  deeply  hid, 

It  is  the  Quis  that  makes  the  Quid . 


A  QUE- 


A 


(  34i  ) 

Q_  U  E  R  '  Y. 

gHOULD  a  good  Angel  and  a  had - between 

Th’  Infirmarv  and  Theatre  be  feen; 

One  going  to  be  prefent  at  the  Play, 

The  other,  where  the  hck  and  wounded  lay  ; 

Shier e - Were  your  Conjecture  to  be  had - 

Which,  would  the  good  one  go  to,  which  the  bad? 


Verses  clefigned  for  a  Watch  Case* 

^  OULD  but  our  Tempers  move  like  this  Machine, 
Not  urg’d  by  Paffion,  nor  delay’d  by  Spleen  $ 

But,  true  to  Nature’s  regulating  Pow’r, 

By  virtuous  Acts  diftinguifh  ev’ry  Hour; 

Then  Health  and  Joy  would  follow,  as  they  ought. 
The  Laws  of  Motion,  and  the  Laws  of  Thought; 
Sweet  Health,  to  pafs  the  prefent  Moments  o’er; 

And  everlafting  Joy,  When  Time  lhall  be  no  more. 


An  Admonition  againft  Swearing, 

AddrelTed  to  an  Officer  in  the  Army. 

That  the  Mufe  might  call,  without  Offence, 

The  gallant  Soldier  back  to  his  good  Senfe  l 
His  temp’ral  Field  fo  cautious  not  to  lofe; 

So  carelefs  quite  of  his  eternal  Foes. 

Soldier!  fo  tender  of  thy  Prince’s  Fame, 

Why  fo  profufe  of  a  fuperior  Name  ? 


For 


{  342  ) 

For  the  King’s  Sake  the  Brunt  of  Battles  bear; 

But - for  the  King  of  King’s  Sake- - Do  not  Swear, 


To  the  SAME,  Extempore, 

Intended  to  allay  the  Violence  of  Party-Spir.it. 

OD  blefs  the  King,  I  mean  the  Faith’s  Defender; 

God  blefs - no  Harm  in  blefting— — the  Pretender; 

But  who  Pretender  is,  or  who  is  King, 

God  blefs  us  all- — — that’s  quite  another  Thing. 


On  the  Naturalization  Bill. 

QOME  all  ye  foreign  /trolling  Gentry, 

Into  Great -Britain  make  vour  Entry  ; 

Abjure  the  Pope,  and  take  the  Oaths, 

And  you  fliall  have  Meat,  Drink,  and  Cloaths. 


On  the  S  A  M  E. 

ITH  Languages  difpers’d,  Men  were  not  able 
To  top  the  Skies,  and  build  the  Tow’r  of  Babel ; 
But  if  to  Britain  they  /hall  crofs  the  Main, 

And  meet  by  Aff  of  P  arliament  again, 

Who  knows,  when  all  together  /hall  repair, 

How  high  a  Caftle  may  be  built  in  Air  ! 


On 


On  the  SAME. 


■THIS  Act  reminds  me,  Ge’men,  under  Favour, 

Of  old  John  Bully  the  Hair-Merchant  and  Shaver: 
John  had  a  Sign  put  up,  whereof  the  Writing 
W  as  briefly  copied  from  his  own  inditing  : 

Under  the  painted  Wigs  both  Bob  and  Full—— 

• - Moajl  Munny  pads  for  living  Here — — 

John  BulL 


Advertisement  upon  the  same. 


*KJ  OW  upon  Sale,  a  Bankrupt  Id  and. 
To  any  Stranger  that  will  buy  Land- 
The  Birthright ,  note,  for  further  Satis- 
Faction,  is  to  be  thrown  in  gratis , 


On  Prior’s  Solomon,  an  Epigram. 

TV  7  ISE  Solomon,  with  all  his  rambling  Doubts, 
Might  talk  two  Hours,  I  guefs,  or  thereabouts; 
And  yet,  quoth  he,  my  Elders,  to  their  Shame, 

Kept  Silence  all,  nor  Anfwer  did  they  frame. 

Dear  me!  what  elfe  but  Silence  jfhould  they  keep? 

Fie,  to  be  fure,  had  talk’d  them  all  aileep. 


Epigram  on  the  Feuds  between  Handel 

and  Bononcini. 

g  OME  fay,  compar'd  to  Bononcini, 

That  Mynheer  Handel's  but  a  Ninny ; 


Others 


(  344  ) 

Others  aver,  that  he  to  Handel 
Is  fcarcely  fir  to  hold  a  Candle: 

Strange  all  this  Difference  fhould  be, 

HVixt  Tweedle-dum  and  Tweedle-dee! 

An  Anecdote. 

T  HS  French  Ambaflador  had  been  to  wait 
On  James  the  Firft,  in  Equipage  of  State: 

Bacon  was  by;  to  whom  the  King  began — — « 

“  Weil  now,  my  Lord,  what  think  you  of  the  Man?59 
He’s  a  tall  proper  Perfon  Sir,  laid  he- — — 

<c  Aye,  laid  the  King,  that  any  one  may  fee; 

S£  But  what  d’ye  think  of  Head-piece  in  the  Cafe? 

“  Is  he  a  proper  Perfon  for  his  Place  ? 

My  Lord,  who  thought  he  was  not,  I  fuppofe. 

Gave  him  this  Anfwer,  as  the  Story  goes — — 

<c  Tali  Men  are  oft  like  Houfes  that  are  tall; 

<e  The  upper  Rooms  are  furniih’d  word;  of  all.” 


E  P  I  GRAM. 

EES  AR  Pompeium  vicit — — qure  Nomina!  Quin  tu 
Accipe  quam  fuent  Fama,  Jacobe,  nihil. 

Caefar,  id  eft  Victor;  Victor  quoque  Caefar ;  eundem 
Fama  hominem  bints  Vocibus  ergo  notat : 

Sic  etiam  ceu  Pompeium  tu  dicere  mavis, 

Ceu  victum,  Res  eft  unica.  Verba  duo  : 

Senfus  idem  nobis,  id  enim  Nos  novimus  unum 
Quod  quivis  ouendam  vicerit  — hie  Honor  eft  ! 

In 


(  34 S  ) 

In  Calvum.  Epigram. 

“  pRIMUS  in  Orbe  Decs  fecit  Timor” - Hax  mihi. 

Calve, 

Eft  ubi  de  Sacris  Quaeftio,  vociferas  : 

Cum  fueris  tute  ipfe  hominum  timidiflimus,  unde  eft, 
Improbe,  quod  dubites  an  lit  ubique  Deus  ? 


In  E  U  N  D  E  M. 

T^UM  Calvum  objurgo  quod  nunquam  Templa  fre« 
quentet - 

“  Illnd  plebs,  inquit,  carpet  anilis  Iter; 

<c  Templa  petat  qui  vult;  at  Ego,  qusecunque  Sacerdos 
“  Ex  Cathedra  poffit  dicere,  jam  teneoA 
Quis  neget  iEtatem  nobis  efie  ingeniofam 
Ingenium  cum  lit  pofte  manere  Domi  ? 


In  Eundem. 


TJM  bibitur  Calvus  R.ationem  laudat  Amicis, 

Ec  quantum  fatis  eft  omnibus  ore  trahit ; 

Reflam,  ftnceram,  coeleftem,  et  coetera  damans, 

Tu  Ratio  nobis  Numen  es - atque  bibit; 

Donee  vix  tandem  potis  eft  incedere  reflus, 

Aut  verbum  recta  de  Ratione  loqui: 

Dum  Socium  intueor — — “  quaenam  haec  Dementia  Calvi 

<e  Tam  cito  quse  laudet  perdere?— - ftc  monuit — — ■ 

Define  mirari ;  nihil  eft  nifi  quod  Rationem 
Nuncupet  hie  aliis  quod  folet  efie  Me  rum. 


A  LET- 


A  LETTER  to  R,  L.  Efq; 

If  Senesi^O  do  hit  rift 
0  Caro  caro  !  that  fat  fifth  ! 

I'd  hang  if  e' re  an  Opera  Witling 
Could  tell  CuzzonI  from  a  Killing . 

I. 


E  AR  Peter,  if  thou  cand  defeend 
From  PiOdelind  to  hear  a  Friend. 
And  if  thofe  raviih’d  Ears  of  thine 
Can  quit  the  {brill  celediai  Whine 
Of  gentle  Eunuchs,  and  fudain 
Thy  native  Englifh  without  pain, 

I  would,  if’t  en’t  too  great  a  Burden, 
Thy  ravifh’t  Ears  intrude  a  Word  in. 


II. 


To  Richard's  and  to  Tom's  full  oft 
Have  I  dept  forth,  O  ’Squire  of  Toft, 
In  hopes  that  I  might  win,  perchance, 
A  Sight  of  thy  fweet  Countenance ; 
Forth  have  I  dept,  but  dill  alafs  ! 
Richard' s,  or  Tom's,  ’twas  all  a  Cafe; 


Still 


r  X 
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Still  met  I  with  the  fame  Reply'— — 

£<  Saw  you  Sir  Peter  ?- — —  No,  not  I.** 

HI. 

Being  at  length  no  longer  able 
To  bear  the  difmal  Triftyllable, 

Home  I  retir’d  in  faunt’ring  Wife, 

And  inward  turning  all  my  Eyes, 

To  feek  thee  in  the  friendly  Bread:, 
Where  thou  haft  made  a  kind  of  Neft, 
The  gentle  Mufe  I  ’gan  invoke, 

And  thus  the  Neck  of  Silence  broke. 

IV. 

Mufe  !  quoth  I,  treading  on  her  Toes, 
Thou  fweet  Companion  of  my  Woes, 
That  whilom  wont  to  eafe  my  Care, 

And  get  me  now  and  then - a  Hare- 

Why  am  I  thus  depriv’d  the  Sight 
Both  of  the  Alderman  and  Knight  ? 

Tell  me,  O  tell  me,  gentle  Mule, 

Where  is  Sir  Pe£ert  where  is  Clowes  ? 

V. 

Where  your  Friend  Jofeph  is,  or  goes, 
Reply ’d  Melpomene ,  Lord  knows  ; 

X  x  z 


And 
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And  what  Place  is  the  fairefi:  Bidder 
For  the  Knight’s  prefence— —  let’s  confider 
Your  wandering  Steps  you  muft  refer  to 
Rehearfal,  Op’ra,  or  Concerto; 

At  one  or  other  of  the  three 

You’ll  find  him  molt  undoubtedly. 

¥ 

VI. 

Now  Peter ,  if  the  Mufe  fays  true* 

To  all  my  Hopes  I  bid  adieu ; 

Adieu  my  hopes,  if  Op’ramany 
Has  feiz’d  on  Peter's  Pericrania. 

Drunk  with  Italian  Syren’s  Cup  ! 

Nay  then,  in  troth,  I  give  him  up  : 

The  Man’s  a  Quack,  whoe’er  pretends  he 
Can  cure  him  of  that  fidling  Phrenzy, 


The  POETASTER. 


^l>  Q 


w  HEN  a  Poet,  as  Poetry  goes  now-a-days. 

Takes  it  into  his  Head  to  put  in  for  the  Bays, 

With  an  old  Book  of  Rhimes,  and  a  half  Pint  of  Clarets 
To  cherilh  his  Brain,  mounted  up  to  his  Garret, 


Down 
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Down  he  fits  with  his  Pen,  Ink  and  Paper  before  him* 
And  labours  as  hard— — as  his  Mother  that  bore  him. 

II. 

Thus  plac’d,  on  the  Candle  he  fixes  his  Eyes, 

And  upon  the  bright  Flame  on’t  looks  wonderful  wife; 
Then  fnuffing  it  clofe,  he  takes  hold  of  his  Pen, 

And  the  Subject  not  ftarting  he  fnufFs  it  again ; 

’Till  perceiving  at  laft  that  not  one  fingle  Thought, 

For  all  his  wife  Looks,  will  come  forth  as  it  ought. 
With  a  Bumper  of  Wine  he  emboldens  his  Blood, 

And  prepares  to  receive  it,  whenever  it  fhould. 

III. 

Videlicet ,  fir  ft  he  invokes  the  nine  Mufes, 

Or  fome  one  of  their  Tribe  for  his  Patronefs  choofes; 
The  Girl,  to  be  fure,  that,  of  all  the  long  Nomine , 

Beft  fuits  with  his  Rhime- - as  for  inftance,  Melpomene , 

And  what  ilgniftes  then  this  old  Bard-beaten  Whim? 
What’s  he  to  the  Mufes,  or  th’  Mufes  to  him  ? 

Why,  the  Bus’nefs  is  this— — —the  poor  Man,  lac-a-day, 
At  fir  ft  fetting  out,  don’t  know  well  what  to  fay. 

IV. 

Then  he  thinks  of  Parnaflus,  and  Helicon  Streams, 
And  of  old  mufty  Bards  mumbles  over  the  Names; 


Talks 
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Talks  much  to  himfelf  of  one  P babas  Apollo , 

And  a  Parcel  of  Folk  that  in’s  Retinue  follow; 

Of  a  Horle  named  Pegafus ,  that  had  two  Wings 
Of  Mountains,  and  Nymphs,  and  a  hundred  fine  Things; 
Tho*  with  Mountains  and  Streams,  and  his  Nymphs  of 
Parnafs : 

The  Man,  after  all,  is  but  juft  where  he  was. 


In  Madidam  Mernoriam  #  Jobs.  Barrington , 

Equitis  ArGENTEI,  hajujce  Coilegii  olim  COM  MENSAL  IS 

All  E  P  I  T  A  p  H. 

gTAY  Traveller,  the  Barrington  lies  here,  who  left 
us  poor  Mortals  to  bewail  his  Lofs.  June  24,  1713. 

He  was  a  Philofopher  of  the  Plat-onic  Sect ;  fo  true  a 
Friend,  that  there  never  was  any,  but  would  let  him  into 
th&efS&crets  at  the  firft  Acquaintance.  He  was  a  Man 
of  Metal,  and  feared  no  Colours  but  f  Browne. 

He 

*  A  Silver  two-handed  Cup,  belonging  to  the  Bachelors  of  Trinity 
College,  Cambridge,  and  called  the  Bairington,  from  the  Name  of  the 

Donor — — It  was  ufually  ferved  up  to  Table  full  of  Ale— - hut  this 

Cuflom  being  forbidden,  for  fome  particular  Reafons,  by  the  Fellows  of 
the  College,  gave  Occafion  to  the  following  Epitaph. 

§  One  of  the  Bachelors  at  that  Time  in  College,  of  a  remarkable 

ilrong  Arm  and  Head - who  is  faid  to  have  lifted  it  full  to  his  Mouth 

with  one  Hand,  and  to  have  drank  it  off  at  a  Draught, 


(  35i  ) 

He  kept  Company  with  learned  Men,  and  was  a 
good  Critic  fcumfelf,  efpecially  at  the  filling  up  an  Hiatus • 
He  could  enter  into  the  Heart  of  an  Author  immediately, 
lie  dealt  much  in  Fragments.  He  was  an  excellent  Phy- 
fician,  and  could  give  a  Man  a  Stool  or  a  Vomit,  a  Cor¬ 
dial,  or  a  fleepy  Dole,  juft  as  a  Man’s  Body  required  it. 
He  under  flood  Anatomy  fo  well,  that  he  could  diiTecta 
Man  alive,  and  trace  thro’  every  Part,  and  yet  never  hurt 
him.  As  well  as  he  was  fkill’d  in  Optics,  he  never  made 
ufe  of  any  Glades.  He  was  a  Jeweller,  and  has  adorned 
many  a  Man  with  Carbuncles  of  his  own  making. 

In  fhort,  he  was  every  Thing ;  a  Man  of  an  excellent 
Tajie,  tho’  fomething  frothy.  He  was  of  an  afpiring 
Temper,  and  would  get  to  the  Head  in  all  Company  he 
came  into;  tho’  he  had  this  Check  on  his  Ambition, 
that  always  the  higher  he  mounted,  the  lower  he  funk. 

He  was  generally  very  mild,  and  never  in  a  Paffion  ;  and 
yet,  Traveller,  would  not  ftick  to  run  thro 5  the  heft  Friend 
he  had,  and  fo  /harp  fometimes,  that  if  a  Man  meddled 
with  him,  he  would  cut  his  Throat,  tie  had  a  con¬ 
founded  large  Mouth  and  Ears,  but  fcaree  any  of  his 
other  Members  perfect — —not  above  four  Foot  high, 
and  yet,  many  a  one  has  died  for  Love  of  him. 

He  had  fuch  an  ingenious  Way  of  reprimanding  a 
Man,  that  if  he  hit  you  in  the  Teeth  with  a  Thing,  you 
would  not  take  it  ill.  He  was  a  comical  Blade  enough' 
had  no  Eyes  himfelf,  but  would  have  made  thee  flare. 

He 
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He  had  never  a  Hand,  yet  would  have  knockt  thee  down. 
Sometimes  he  had  a  Head,  and  fometimes  none;  and 
.when  he  had,  what  is  falfely  reported  of  a  certain  Saint 
is  true  of  him,  that  he  carried  it  in  his  Mouth.  When 
he  was  drunk,  he  had  not  a  drop  of  Liquor  in  him,  quite 
contrary  to  other  Men.  He  would  often  change  his  In- 
fide,  but  never  his  Outfide.  I  could  tell  thee  more  Won¬ 
ders,  Traveller,  but  thou  art  puzzled  already.  In  fhort, 
he  had  that  in  him,  which  thou  wouldeft  wi£h  to  have  in 
thee,  and  fo  fare  thee  welh 


K 


End  of  the  First  Volume.. 
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